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by Phoebe Atwood Taylor 

Astute and amiable Asey Mayo for 
once finds himself the chief suspect in 
a murder—when he discovers a wom¬ 
an’s dead body by reeling in a fishline 
on a storm-torn beach! And a Siamese 
cat helps to clinch the solution of the 
baffling mystery that stalks Cape Cod! 
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THEN Lieutenant Peter Dunbar flew 
to the eerie Loch district of Scotland 

® ” it was ostensibly to spend his week’s 
leave from the Navy in a quiet spot. But 
actually he was on a secret post-war mission 
for his superior officer, Commander Basil 
Willing. 

Dunbar, however, found himself forgetting 
the mission after he struck up an acquaint¬ 
ance with Lord Ness on the plane. Ness, 
learning that Dunbar was a psychiatrist and 
had specialized in juvenile delinquency cases, 
told him about fourteen-year-old Johnny 
Stockton, who had run away from home 
three times in one week. 

Johnny, the adopted son of Eric Stockton, 
an author, lived among congenial home sur¬ 
roundings, yet Ness wondered if there was 
something evil under the apparently smil¬ 
ing surface of the child’s environment. 

Dunbar refused to comment on Johnny’s 
behavior until he had an opportunity to meet 
the boy. The opportunity came sooner than 
he expected, for Lord Ness and the Stock- 
tons turned out to be neighbors of his in 
Ardrigh where he had rented a room in a 
cottage. 

That same night, while he was preparing 
for bed, Dunbar heard a noise in an empty 
room across the hall. He flung open the 
door and was immediately attacked by a 
blue-eyed boy who darted from the dark¬ 
ness. 

Fear in His Eyes 

The boy was Johnny Stockton. He re¬ 
fused to say why he had run away and acted 
unusually hard and mature for a young boy. 
There was fear in his eyes and something 
else, too—a fierce light of resolve that made 
Dunbar wonder if the boy was running to 
something instead of away from something. 

After he had returned Johnny to his home 
Dunbar learned from Eric Stockton that 


Johnny had been the only survivor when a 
home for refugee children was destroyed 
during a German air raid. Oddly enough, 
Johnny was very reticent about his ex¬ 
perience. Dunbar concluded that something 
had happened during the air raid—something 
he was afraid to talk about. 

The situation came to a head the next day 
when Johnny ran away again. His bedroom 
door had been locked, but he got away by 
climbing down from the balcony outside his 
window. This time Dunbar, together with 
Alice Stockton (Eric’s niece) and Maurice 
Charpentier (Johnny’s tutor), was on hand 
to follow the boy. 

A Strange Disappearance 

They separated after awhile, Charpentier 
circling through the brush to intercept John¬ 
ny as he crossed a moor, while Alice and 
Dunbar kept the boy in sight. Then, without 
warning, Johnny vanished before their very 
eyes! 

One moment he was skulking through the 
heather, and the next moment he was gone. 
And it was at this same spot that he had 
vanished two days before! 

Johnny’s strange disappearance leads to an 
alarming sequence of violence and murder in 
the baffling William Morrow & Company 
mystery novel, featuring the popular Basil 
Willing, and orginally published at $2.00 per 
copy, which will appear in our next issue: 

THE ONE THAT COT AWAY 

By 

HELEN McCLOY 

Dunbar and Alice hastened to the spot 
where they had last seen Johnny, but they 
could find no trace of the boy—no footprints, 
no broken bi-anches to signify that anyone 
had been there. And when they shouted for 
(Continued on page 8) 
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(Continued from page 6) 
Charpentier they received no answer! 

Frantically they searched the moor, but 
after an hour they gave up. Both Johnny 
and his tutor had completely vanished. 

The effect on Alice was startling. Her 
skin was white and stiff. Her eyes were pale 
and bright as glass, blind with a fear that 
bordered on hysteria. 

“You know that there must be some sim- 
nle, reasonable explanation, don’t you?” 
Dunbar said, trying to reassure her. 

Alice nodded mutely, but the fear did not 
leave her eyes. And suddenly Dunbar felt 
her terror of the unknown communicate it¬ 
self to him. 

Later, they went back to the Stockton 
house at Craddoch and a new search was or¬ 
ganized over the moors. Dunbar, working 
alone and wondering if the strange actions of 
Johnny had anything to do with his own se¬ 
cret mission, followed a rocky glen to a lonely 
cottage near a Highland loch where he found 
Hugo Blaine, an expatriot American phil¬ 
osopher who disliked all children and looked 
forward to World War III. 

Charpentier had spoken of meeting Blaine 
in Rome and now Dunbar wondered what 
Blaine was doing here—Blaine who had once 
been famous, Blaine who had been suspected 
of Nazi sympathies, Blaine who preached 
violence and the abolition of freedom because 
free-will is a dangerous delusion. 

Blaine vigorously denied having seen 
Johnny or talked to him. Yet, as Dunbar 
was about to walk off he found a half-sheet 
of paper containing some arithmetic figures 
and a T drawn inside a circle with the letters 
E I R in the three spaces. The figures were 
in Johnny’s handwriting. In fact, Dunbar 
was positive that this was a section of paper 
on which Johnny had been writing when 
Dunbar had questioned him the morning 
after encountering him in his own cottage. 

An Escaped Prisoner 



Blaine’s presence in the area together with 
the finding of the paper in his cottage con¬ 
vinced Dunbar that Blaine was somehow 
linked to the affair that had brought him to 
Scotland. That conviction led him to call in 
Basil Willing and it also impelled him to re¬ 
veal the real purpose of his visit to Lord 
Ness. 

A year before a German prisoner of war 
had escaped from shore police at Dalraida, 
after killing an American sailor and, as far 
as anyone knew, was still at large somewhere 
in the Highlands. Oddly enough, the Ger¬ 
man prisoner had made his escape during 
(Continued on page 10) 
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(Continued from page 8) 
the height of the air raid that had brought 
death to Johnny’s companions in the refugee 
home. 

The only strangers to arrive in the area 
since the raid were Blaine and Charpentier. 
Therefore, one of them must be the German. 
But which one? And how could they find out 
whether or not Blaine was an imposter? 
And what of Johnny? Had the boy some¬ 
how become involved with the missing pris¬ 
oner so that his knowledge endangered his 
life? 

These were the questions that haunted 
Dunbar and Willing as they sought to find 
Johnny and arrest the sinister force of evil 
which was swinging into action in the High¬ 
lands. 


Murder Stalks! 

It was while Dunbar and Lord Ness were 
on their way to the Loch to question Blaine 
once more that they stumbled upon the 
bludgeoned body of a man—a man who hap¬ 
pened to be one of their chief suspects! 

Leaving Dunbar with the corpse, Ness 
went to summon aid. In the darkness Dun¬ 
bar noticed a gleam of white. It proved to be 
a piece of paper gripped in the man’s hand— 
the remaining section of the paper which he 
had found in Blaine’s cottage! 

Startled by this discovery, Dunbar re¬ 
ceived another jolt when the sound of some¬ 
one sobbing quivered through the threaten¬ 
ing gloom. He followed the sound, yet could 
not run it down. It seemed to be all around 
him. When he finally met Ness and the local 
police and returned to the body the half¬ 
section of paper was missing from the vic¬ 
tim’s hand! 

From this point THE ONE THAT GOT 
AWAY moves rapidly to a startling and 
breath-taking solution as the hunt for John¬ 
ny is intensified and the mysterious killer 
strikes again—this time bludgeoning his vic¬ 
tim in a room that is locked from the inside. 

All our readers who were fortunate to read 
earlier issues of DETECTIVE NOVEL MAG¬ 
AZINE which featured Helen McCloy’s best¬ 
selling mystery novels, THE DEADLY 
TRUTH and THE GOBLIN MARKET, have 
learned to expect a gripping, fast-moving 
story from the pen of this talented author, 
and we are happy to say that her forthcom¬ 
ing novel lives up to all expectations. 

As for the fans who have not seen Basil 
Willing in action, all we can say is that there 
is a real treat in store for you. For action, 
excitement and up-to-the-minute bafflement 
(Continued on page 112) 
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Astute and amiable Asey Mayo for once finds himself the 
chief suspect in a murder—when he discovers a womans 
dead body by reeling in a fishline on a storm-torn beach! 


CHAPTER I 

A SEY MAYO slid the steamer trunk over 
the side of the red jeep, watched it 
thud down among the dry leaves be¬ 
side his two kitbags, and then once again 
looked expectantly across the yard toward 
his house. 


“I wonder what’s keeping her,” he mur¬ 
mured curiously to himself. 

His housekeeper cousin Jennie Mayo cer¬ 
tainly must be at home. The doors and win¬ 
dows were open, and spirals of smoke curled 
above the chimneys into the bright blue Oc¬ 
tober sky. Furthermore, a spicy odor of 
sugar gingerbread and apple turnovers and 


A Siamese Cat Helps to Clinch the Solution 


plum cake issued from the kitchen ell, sug¬ 
gesting that in some psychic way, Jennie 
must even have guessed he was coming back 
to Cape Cod, and was baking in a big way 
for his return. 

Probably, Asey decided as he picked up his 
trench coat and brief case and jumped lightly 
to the ground, probably she was so busy kill¬ 
ing fatted calves for the Prodigal, she hadn’t 
heard him drive into the yard or blow the 
horn. 

He was carrying his bags up the oyster- 
shell walk to the back door when screams 
of uncontrollable laughter, bursting suddenly 
out of the pine grove beyond the house, 
stopped him in his tracks. Someone began 
to beat loudly on a tin pan. Women’s voices 
rose in song. A little raggedly at first, and 
then with lusty enthusiasm, the unseen choir 
rolled out the barrel, because the gang was 
all there. At the end of the chorus, the ef¬ 
fort petered away and dissolved into more 
shrieks of laughter, only to pick up again 
with renewed spirit and an overtone of har¬ 
mony. After a couple of false starts, the tin 
pan beater finally caught the rhythm. 

Grinning broadly, Asey leaned against the 
short white picket fence, and looked down 
toward the boathouse in the direction of the 
noise. 

Apparently Jennie had not only found out 
that he was heading home, but she had some¬ 
how even managed to diagnose the exact 
moment of his arrival. 

“An’ so,” he said with a chuckle, “she’s 
gone an’ planned an ovation for me!” 

After four years of seeing him only at rare 
intervals, Jennie probably bad an ovation 
stored up in her system, he decided, and he 
might as well face the music and get it over 
with. Somewhat self-consciously, he straight¬ 
ened his tie, buttoned his coat, and waited. 

“For Pete’s sakes!” Asey felt his jaw drop 
at his first sight of the procession which 
finally emerged up the narrow path through 
the scrub pines. “For Pete’s sakes!” 

Jennie, smudged and aproned and dust- 
capped, stalwartly gripping a sawhorse un¬ 
der either arm, bustled along at the head of 
the group. The rest of the dozen-odd women, 
similarly dressed in somewhat grubby work¬ 
aday attire, were more conservative in their 
choice of burdens, and merely carried long 
planks and wooden kegs between them. A 
small plump girl in dungarees and a tentlike 
white sweater provided the tin pan obbligato. 

As the scarlet jeep came into the line of 
vision of the first few pairs, they stopped 
unevenly, causing audible objections and 


some barked-knuckle casualties among the 
rear rank of plank toters who couldn’t yet 
see what lay ahead. 

“A jeep, a jeep! A red jeep!” The plump 
little girl sounded like a sparrow. “Look, 
Jennie, a jeep!” 

But Jennie ignored her chirpings. Her 
gaze had already jumped beyond the vehicle 
in the yard and the luggage sitting beside it. 
With her mouth wide open in amazement, 
she was staring at her cousin. 

“Hi!” Asey said cheerfully. “How are 
you?” 

“Hi.” Jennie set the sawhorses down very 
slowly. “Hi.” 

During the uncomfortable little moment 
of silence that ensued, three things dawned 
on Asey in rapid succession. 

This was no planned ovation—he had sim¬ 
ply interrupted some strange impromptu 
robbing of his boathouse fixtures. No one, 
including Jennie herself, had any remote 
inkling of the possibility of his return. And 
to judge from the stark anguish written on 
the faces of the group, his arrival at this 
time was nothing short of a major calamity. 

In a nutshell, he was no Prodigal. He was 
a Problem, an unforeseen contingency, a 
monkey wrench in whatever works were go¬ 
ing on. 

“Hi,” Jennie said again, and forced the 
corners of her mouth to arch themselves into 
a brightly artificial smile. “Well, well, this 
certainly is a surprise, all right! Isn’t this 
a—uh—a pleasant surprise, girls?” 

The girls, who didn’t have Jennie’s ability 
to pick up quickly, managed to nod agree¬ 
ment, but they still looked pretty glum to 
Asey. The morale visibly soared, however, 
when Jennie turned and whispered some¬ 
thing to them. 

“Well, well!” Jennie marched over to him 
with her hand outstretched. “I guess from 
the looks of all your baggage, you’re home 
for good! Did the Porter Plant get recon¬ 
verted?” 

“Uh-huh, we got the news yesterday. So 
I started—” 

“Well, well! If you’d only given me some 
warnin’, I’d have had things ready for you! 
But your boats are ready, anyway—and you 
know what I bet?” 

Her warmly jovial tones as she took his 
arm and started to steer him toward the back 
door caused Asey to look at her sharply and 
with something akin to suspicion. Jennie 
never laid it on with a trowel like that unless 
she had some ulterior motives. 

“I bet,” she continued with the same exag- 
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gerated heartiness, “that you can’t wait to get 
into your old clothes! You’re yearnin’ to 
get out fishin’, aren’t you? Well, your cordu¬ 
roys an’ flannel shirt an’ all are hangin’ right 
up in yoqr closet.” She gave him a little push. 
“Get along—I’ll fix you up a nice lunch to 
take, an’ you can start right off, in ten min¬ 
utes. Five, if you hustle!” 

Asey disengaged his arm. “But I’m not in 


Before he could add, “as a present for 
you,” she interrupted him. 

“Asey, I tell you what. If you don’t feel 
like goin’ out fishin’ now, then I guess you 
better rush right over an’ hunt up those 
blinds over in the inlet woods.” 

“Did you say blinds?” Asey sounded as 
confused as he felt “In the inlet woods? 
Blinds?” 



any rush to go fishin’,” he said. “I got all 
the time in the world. Besides, I been drivin’ 
all night,” he nodded toward the jeep, “in 
Junior.” 

J ENNIE wasted only the most casual glance 
on the vehicle. “Where’d you get that 
contraption? Whatever are you goin’ to do 
with it?” 

Asey looked at her quizzically. Ever since 
the first jeep had appeared in the public 
eye, Jennie had coveted one for her very 
own. To the best of his knowledge and be¬ 
lief, a jeep had been her postwar dream child. 

“I got Junior at an army salvage sale,” he 
said. “The boys at the Porter Plant fixed it 
up—” 


“Blinds! Our blinds! Are you blind?” Jen¬ 
nie demanded with some asperity. “Haven’t 
you noticed all our missin’ blinds? Oh, Asey 
Mayo, don’t you know we just had a hurri¬ 
cane? Why, I wrote you, an’ sent clippin’s, 
an’ pictures—didn’t you bother to read about 
it? Didn’t you see the damage with your own 
two eyes this mornin’? Why, a blind man 
couldn’t miss all them uprooted trees, an’ all 
the smashed-up houses!” 

“I wasn’t as interested in lookin’ at the 
scenery as I was in keepin’ Junior on the 
road,” Asey returned. “We had a good 
twenty miles of fresh unsanded oil to cope 
with on the home stretch, an’ Junior’s sort of 
skittish—ooop, sorry!” He flattened himself 
against the picket fence as two of the women, 
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lugging Jennie’s discarded sawhorses, all but 
crowded him off the walk. “Don’t look at 
me so indignant, Jennie. Sure I knew you’d 
had a blow!” 

“Call our hurricane a blow, do you? Well, 
Mister Codfish Sherlock, you’d better start 
right in findin’ out what the blow did to our 
town, an’—oh do look out! You’re in the 
way of that board!” 

Asey ducked the end of the wide plank 
which two more women were clumsily en¬ 
gineering through the back door. 

“Yes, sir,” Jennie went on, “just you do a 
little of your old sleuthin’ around Pogue in¬ 
let shore, an’ locate those blinds before some¬ 
one else walks off with ’em. I guess before 
you’re through, you’ll learn what kind of a 
blow we had! Oh, dear, you’re awful in the 
way, standin’ here! Pick up your bags an’ 
go in side —no, no! You can’t stay in the 
kitchen, Asey! There’s not a single speck 
of room there!” 

She forcibly propelled him through the 
kitchen ell and on into the dining room be¬ 
fore he had more than a fleeting glimpse of 
what seemed to be two million pies and three 
million cakes. 

“Now,” Jennie gave him no chance to ask 
any questions as she swung open the door at 
the foot of the back stairs, “you go right up 
an’ change, an’ get started after those 
blinds!” 

“You can’t be,” Asey said gently. 

“I can’t be what?” 

“Serious. Honest, you don’t expect me to 
go wanderin’ off a mile across the inlet to 
hunt, for blinds that blew off—how long ago? 
Nearly three weeks?” 

“Pogue inlet’s where they were headin’ 
when I last saw ’em!” Jennie retorted. “Most 
of the blinds from this section flew over 
there.” 

“So?” Ignoring the door which she was 
still holding open, Asey sauntered over and 
sat down in an armchair before the dining¬ 
room fireplace. 

“Yes, that’s so! Trouble is, you don’t un¬ 
derstand what’s happened! Why, not more’n 
half the phones are back in service yet, an’ 
we only got electricity the day before yester¬ 
day. Nobody’s been let go near that part of 
the beach till today, an’ I’d have gone myself 
this mornin’ if I hadn’t been so busy—no, no, 
Mattie! Not there! Wait, an’ I’ll show you! 
Tch, tch, tch!” Clucking her tongue indig¬ 
nantly, Jennie bounced out to the kitchen. 

Asey leaned back in the armchair and 
thoughtfully pulled out his pipe and filled 
it. While Jennie had maneuvered him into any 
number of odd, wild-goose chores in years 
gone by, it occurred to him that he’d never 
before seen her quite so blatantly anxious to 
get him out of the way. 


He wondered why, as he looked around. 
The dining room, the living room beyond, and 
the segment of front parlor visible to him 
all seemed even spicker and spanner than 
usual. The furniture was waxed within an 
inch of its life, the slip covers were freshly 
laundered, the ruffled curtains were stiff with 
starch, and the windowpanes practically 
glared in the sun. It was company glow, all 
right. 

“You mind moving, please?” 

Asey glanced up at the trio standing be¬ 
side him. “No, certainly not, Need my chair?” 

“Thanks.” They whisked it off into the 
parlor. 

“You can’t stand, there, Asey!” Jennie in¬ 
formed him when she returned from the 
kitchen. “That’s where I want the whatnot 
put, Ellen. Exactly right where he’s stand- 
in’— please get out of the way, will you, 
Asey?” 

“Yes, ma’am.” He sat down on a sawhorse 
which was snatched from under him almost 
at once. “I think I’m gettin’ the idea, Jennie. 
Sawhoi’ses an’ planks make tables, an’ all 
that food means a cake sale. Now why in the 
world are you tryin’ to drive me away from 
a simple cake sale?” 

“It’s not,” Jennie said. “It’s more of a 
lawn fete, an’ I’m sure you’re perfectly wel¬ 
come to stay. If you think you’ll enjoy it an’ 
not feel you’re in the way —an’ if you don’t 
get those great kitbags out from underfoot, 
someone’s goin’ to trip an’ break their necks. 
Put them on the stairs, for goodness’ sakes!” 

Asey removed the offending bags, and 
then returned to watch the improvised tables 
receive their camouflage in the shape of fresh 
white tablecloths. 

“Mind that vase of chrysanthemums Mary’s 
carryin’!” Jennie said. “Really, I do think 
you could find a better place to lean against 
than that door, with everyone passin’ by! 
Perhaps you better sit on the stairs until the 
flowers get fixed!” 

F IVE minutes later, she tartly pointed out 
to him that people were having to detour 
around his feet, and that it might on the 
whole prove beneficial if he were to edge up 
the stairs a bit. When the plates of food were 
brought in from the kitchen, a sharp protest 
followed his casual gesture of reaching out 
and helping himself to an apple turnover. 

“That’ll be ten cents, an’ don’t you spill 
one crumb on—what’re you murmurin’ about 
under your breath?” 

“Fatted calves,” Asey told her. 

“Whose?” Jennie demanded with rising in¬ 
flection, and a sideways glance at the other 
women. “Whose fatted calves, I’d like to 
know?” 

“A certain man’s,” Asey said. “Anony- 
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mous, with two sons. An’ I bet I never suc¬ 
cumb to any more prodigal illusions! Here’s 
a dollar—give me that plate of turnovers be¬ 
fore I succumb to starvation, too. An’ d’you 
think,” he lowered his voice to a whisper, 
“maybe I’d better take ’em up to my room an’ 
eat ’em there?” 

Jennie chose to take his irony seriously. 
“I certainly think it’d look better—get 
along!” She followed him up the stairs. 
“Asey, I knew you wouldn’t much like my 
havin’ this to-do here,” she went on a little 
penitently, “an’ I’m sorry it happened the day 
you came back. But I had to have it. You 
see, I got to raise more rebuildin’ money than 
anyone else —drat that old hurricane! It was 
all my fault, really!” 

“The hurricane?” 

“No, no. of course not! I mean the in¬ 
surance —please watch those crumbs! You 
know after the thirty-eight hurricane, every¬ 
one said tliere’d never be another in a hun¬ 
dred years? You said so, yourself! Well, 1 
thought, why waste money? So I went an’ 
took the hurricane insurance off the Women’s 
Club clubhouse.” 

“Oh-oh. An’ did it get hurt?” Asey asked. 

“Hurt?” Jennie sniffed. “All we got left 
to start in with is the millstone we used for 
a front doorstep. An’ Roberts’ Rules of Or¬ 
der. I found that under a forsythia bush 
down the lane. So that’s why I’m havin’ this 
business here this after—” 

She broke off at the sound of someone 
scrambling up the steep stairs behind them. 

The plump little girl in the dungarees and 
the baggy white sweater was so out of breath 
on the top step that she choked, and had to be 
patted on the back. 

“This’s Mildred. Mildred Rayson,” Jennie 
said parenthetically to Asey. “I guess you 
wouldn’t remember her. She was just a little 
snippet when you saw her last. There, I 
guess you’re all right now—did you want 
something?” 

“Maybe,” Asey suggested blandly, “it’s got 
to be her turn.” 

“Her turn for what?” 

“To tell me to edge a little farther out of 
the way, please,” Asey returned. 

Jennie ignored his gibe. “What is it, Mil¬ 
dred?” 

“Mother thought—I mean,” Mildred said 
breathlessly, “I thought that he —that Mr. 
Mayo—would maybe want to buy some of my 
cards, perhaps.” 

“Sure he will—Mildred’s helpin’ to raise 
money, too,” Jennie explained. “She’s sellin’ 
packets of hurricane postcards that her big 
brother prints up. Give her a quarter, Asey. 
If you didn’t bother readin’ the clippin’s I 
sent you, those cards’ll show you what we 
looked like day after the blow!” 
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“Thank you very much.” Mildred thrust 
the cards into Asey’s hand. “Oh, and mother 
says to tell you the Skaket crowd’s come, 
Jennie. Already.” 

“No! Never! So soon? So—” Jennie 
paused and looked at Asey. 

“Don’t fret, cousin,” he said. “If you’re so 
dead set on gettin’ me out of the way, I’ll 
sneak into my room an’ hide there.” 

“That’s just it, you can’t! You see, we’re 
havin’ a little play, too, an’ that group’s 
usin’ my room for a dressin’ room. An’ then 
there’s goin’ to be music by the Women’s 
Club quartet an’ orchestra, in costume, an’ 
they’re usin’ your room to dress in. So you 
can’t stay here now—Asey Mayo, what you 
doin’?” 

“Openin’ the window,” Asey said. “You 
were mighty smart to hold out that little play 
an’ the music for your trump card, knowin’ 
my reactions to ’em both. I know when I’m 
licked, Jennie. I’m goin’ to take my boughten 
fatted calves an’ go hunt blinds until this 
clambake an’ jive session’s finished!” 

To Mildred’s squealing delight and Jennie’s 
unfeigned horror, he ducked out through the 
window, reached back inside for his plate of 
turnovers, and walked off along the flat roof 
of the kitchen ell. 

“So long!” 

Still holding in one hand the plate of apple 
turnovers, he swung down to the roof of the 
woodshed, slid down from there to the chop¬ 
ping-block stump, and from that he stepped 
to the ground. 

A moment later, the red jeep was bounding 
out of the yard. 

While Jennie’s conspiracy to edge him out 
of the way had amused him, Asey found him¬ 
self wondering as he drove off just what her 
motive was. Ordinarily, she enjoyed nothing 
more than showing him off in his city clothes, 
and particularly to her Women’s Club 
friends. It couldn’t be any idle whim that 
forced her to such efforts to get rid of him, 
he decided. She must have felt it to be a 
matter of vital importance. 

He’d find out the real reason some time, 
he supposed. Some time when she got good 
and ready to tell him. In the meantime, he 
intended to locate his friend Dr. Cummings, 
and sandwich in a chat between the doctor’s 
calls. 

Never for one moment had it occurred to 
him to take seriously Jennie’s orders to hunt 
up the blown-off blinds. But his first close- 
up view of Pogue inlet snatched his attention 
away from the road so completely that Junior 
started to swerve into the ditch. 

Asey jerked the car back on the road, 
switched off the motor, and stared unbe¬ 
lievingly at the debris-strewn beach. 

Then he got out 
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Fifteen minutes later, he was still sitting was splashing gently through what had once 
on the shore, staring. been the main lobby. 

He was now entirey willing to admit that Asey shook his head at the changes 
there was no reason why his blinds shouldn’t wrought in the harbor. And the silhouette 
be here. Practically everything else was. of the town proper puzzled him for some time 





had stood a mile north of his house, and an 
arm of Ed Savory’s windmill, originally some 
two miles to the south. Pieces of lobster 
pots and smashed boats rubbed elbows with 
parts of rocking chairs and tables and sofas. 
A garden hose reel stood proudly by a rock. 
Draped against one of its wheels was the 
sideboard of a blue farm wagon. 

From where he sat, he could now see what 
was left of the summer colony over at the 
neck. It actually looked, he thought a little 
wryly, like the pictures painted of it a few 
years back by a class of long-haired sur¬ 
realists. There were a lot of drunken walls 
surrounding nothing at all, a few odd chim¬ 
neys and bathtubs and latticed porches quite 
unattached to anything else, and five brand 
new, bulbous sand dunes. The old Neck 
Inn alone could lay any claim to being in¬ 
tact. It’s upper floors were fine and whole. 
But they were perched precariously on four 
toothpicklike uprights, and the incoming tide 


before he began to grasp what was wrong. 
It was the trees. Or, rather, the lack of them. 
For the towering elms had disappeared from 
the center. The steeple had gone from the 
Congregational Church, too, and the town 
hall was shy its memorial dock tower. 

The longer he sat and looked, the more 
sensible it seemed to postpone his contem¬ 
plated call on Cummings, and to hunt up 
those missing blinds instead. 

He wouldn’t be the only scavenger in the 
vicinity. Three boys were trying to salvage a 
half-sunken sharpie jammed into the break¬ 
water, a couple of men were dragging for 


O UT of the rubble beyond the water line 
he had identified such widely diverse 
items as a hunk of Spooner’s red barn, which 
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their lost lobster pots in the shallow water 
offshore, some girls were excitedly poking 
around the flotsam. Farther along, up by the 
town landing, a group struggled to remove 
what seemed to be a garage door from the 
roof of a boathouse. Beyond him, up among 
the pines, a woman was walking in a beeline, 
her head bent down and her eyes fixed on 
the ground. Whatever she was hunting, she 
was going at the process determinedly and 
according to Hoyle. After pacing off ten 
yards, she would move over perhaps two 
inches, and pace ten yards back, then move 
over another two inches and begin again. 
Obviously, Asey thought as he got to his 
feet, she was searching for something smaller 
than blinds. 


Asey shifted the plate to his left hand. 

“Now, let’s figger,” he murmured. “If I 
was our blinds, where’d I have flown to? 
Huh. That stuff along the shore washed in 
with the tide. Anything blown right here on 
the heach would’ve been smashed into 
matchwood weeks ago. Anything still here 
an’ still whole would have to have landed 
back farther in the woods, I’d say—oh, for 
the love of Pete, I can’t set off on a blind- 
hunt luggin’ this fool thing!” 

He attempted, as he started off through the 
bushes, to stuff the plate into his coat pocket, 
and ended up by still carrying it in his hand. 

If only Dr. Cummings would conveniently 
ask him what he’d been doing, Asey thought! 
But the doctor wouldn’t believe him. No one 
would ever believe his honest report that he’d 
been hunting his upstairs blinds over in 
Pogue inlet woods, wearing the while his best 
city clothes, and lugging in his hand an 
empty plate decorated with hand-painted 
rosebuds! 


Picking up the empty turnover plate, he 
considered the problem of where to begin. 

He smiled as he recalled the lost-horse 
maxim of Jennie’s husband Syl, which the 
latter applied with amazing success to the 
retrieving of all lost, strayed, or misplaced 
items. 

“I just figger it out,” Syl would drawl, “if 
I was a hoss, why where would I go to? 
N’en I go there, an’ it most usually is.” 


“Stop there!” 

The command, called out with such sharp 
authority, caused Asey to swing around in 
surprise. He hadn’t heard anyone moving 
about near him. 

He found a tall, hatless man in gray tweeds 
standing by a clump of scrub oaks, and eye¬ 
ing him with evident and marked disapproval. 

“Hullo,” Asey said. “Quite a sight along 
the inlet, isn’t it? I hadn’t seen it bef—” 

“D’you have some identification?” 

The question itself, rather than the way it 
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was shot at him, amazed Asey so that he 


blinked. 

After all, this was his own bailiwick, 
where everyone knew him at least by sight, 
or recognized him from rotogravure pictures! 

Then he reminded himself that he was 
wearing city clothes, and not the corduroys 
and duck coat and yachting cap which Jennie 
wiltingly referred to as his Codfish Sherlock 
or Hayseed Sleuth outfit. 

“Guess I can accommodate you.” Asey 
started to reach for his wallet, and remem¬ 
bered that he’d left it on the dining-room 
table when he took out his tobacco pouch. 
“Huh, guess I can’t, at that. But my name’s 
Mayo, an’ I’m reasonably well known here¬ 
abouts. Uh—any particular reason for want¬ 
in’ to identify me?” 

T 'HE man raised his heavy blackthorn stick 
and pointed the end of it accusingly to¬ 
ward the plate in Asey’s hand. 

“When we see strangers with household 
goods,” he said crisply, “we’ve learned to 
make inquiries. Is that your plate?” 

“Yes.” But on looking at it closely, Asey 
suddenly realized that it wasn’t one of Jen¬ 
nie’s, after all. “Uh—no. No, it’s not. I guess 
maybe you might say that I bought it.” 

“Indeed! May I suggest to you that if you 
buy,” the man paused significantly, “if you 
buy anything else, you take the precaution of 
securing a bill of sale? Remember that!” 
“May I ask,’ Asey began, “who you—” 

But the man had turned on his heel and 
was striding away with righteous indignation 
practically rising in a halo above his iron- 
gray hair. 

Asey grinned. “What a home cornin’! First 
I’m a monkey wrench, now I’m a looter! 
Wa-el, I suppose he meant all right!” 

Strolling along through the pines, he all 
but stumbled upon a jagged piece of roof 
which he at once recognized from the color of 
the splintered shingles. 

“If that hunk of Higgins’s green mansard 
roof sailed all the way over here,” he said to 
himself, “I guess my blinds aren’t far oft— 
now what do you know about that? Cod 
line!” 

He leaned over, picked up the dangling 
end of line from the bayberry bushes among 
which Higgins’ roof reposed, and examined it 
with a critical eye. 

It was new, unused, and certainly better 
than any which he possessed. 

“Maybe it’s lootin’, but no thrifty Mayo 
could pass up a good piece of cod line!” he 
said, and promptly proceeded to wind it 
around the turnover plate. 

As he walked along, still winding, he won¬ 
dered how such a length of line could have 
become unwound in such an odd fashion. 


Certainly it couldn’t have been blown into 
this mathematically straight line by any hur¬ 
ricane. Not even by a hurricane that had 
planted the Women’s Club’s Rules of Order 
under a forsythia bush! 

If only the end which he’d picked up had 
been hitched to anything, like a reel or a 
stick, he would guess that someone had been 
trying to mark off a land boundary. But it 
hadn’t even been hooked over one of the 
jags of that conveniently located hunk of 
mansard roof. It was just dangling, just 
loose. 

After the beach scenes, Asey felt he should 
be willing to accept almost any bizarre state 
of affairs as a logical and normal result of the 
storm. 

But the longer he continued to reel 
in cod line around the turnover plate, the 
more thoroughly curious he became. 

No Cape Codder in his right mind would 
ever stretch a couple of hundred feet of new 
cod line on the ground with such precise 
care, and then go away and forget it! 

Nor would anyone else, when you came 
right down to brass tacks. Jennie, of course, 
would merely cluck her tongue at the situa¬ 
tion and make disparaging cracks about the 
peculiarities of summer folks. But this was 
the first week of October, past the time for 
summer folks to be around. 

Summer folks, moreover, didn’t ordinarily 
go in for this kind of deep-sea line, or for 
so much of it. 

While he paused to rest his wrist, which 
was getting tired from winding, he noticed 
that there was a path cut through the woods 
ahead of him. Probably the cod line would 
stop there, he decided. After all, it had to 
stop somewhere! 

An experimental jerk, as he began reeling 
in again, showed no indication of any slack¬ 
ness in the offing. It didn’t feel as if he were 
coming to the end. 

“Who knows,” he murmured, “who knows? 
Maybe this is the start of a project to prove 
one of those sentences, like ‘If-you-wound- 
a-string-around-the-earth, then-you’d-find- 
such-and-such-true.’ But why start in the 
Pogue inlet woods, of all places?” 

Still winding, he started across the path, 
only to stop so abruptly that he had to grab 
at a pine branch to keep from falling head¬ 
long. 

Directly in front of him, face down on the 
path, with the cod line passing over her 
shoulders, lay a girl. 

She was dead. 

Asey sensed that even before he knelt 
down beside her. 

Furthermore, he thought grimly, she 
couldn’t very well have died, and then put 
that cod line over herself! 
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After all, n 
time on such 


;WHEN he got to his feet a 
few moments later, Asey 
asked himself if this per¬ 
haps was the solution of the 
cod-line puzzle, if it had 
been deliberately stretched 
out to guide or lead or en¬ 
tice someone to this scene? 
. But he dismissed the 
thought almost as soon as it 
occurred to him. 
one had any reason to waste 
n involved and laborious and 
futile gesture. This was a well-used path, 
and any passer-by couldn’t fail to find the 
girl. There was no need to plant a dangling 
end of cod line among bayberry bushes in 
the hope that some wandering, eagle-eyed 
scavenger, while gaping at the piece of man¬ 
sard roof, might possibly spot the line and 
follow it here. 

Once again Asey bent down and looked 
thoughtfully at the girl. It occurred to him 
that he was letting his own personal curiosity 
about that infernal line overshadow the 
problem of her identity, which should have 
been his first concern. 

“Curly brown hair, medium height, slim, 
in her early twenties.” 

That was what he would shortly be telling 
the police over the telephone. 

“Her hair’s got a streak of white about an 
inch wide in front. Maybe painted on, I 
wouldn’t know. No, I don’t know who she is. 
No idea.” 


He wouldn’t trouble to qualify that by 
adding his impression that the girl’s face was 
very vaguely familiar, as if he had known 
someone who looked like her. She even 
might be someone he actually had known but 
who, like the overweight little Mildred, had 
grown up and changed her contours during 
the last few years. 

“No, I don’t know who killed her.” The 
cops would be sure to ask that one, Asey 
thought. They always did. “No, she wasn’t 
shot, or stabbed—at least as far as I can tell. 
Poisoned? Nuh-uh, I don’t think so! No, I 
don’t think she just died, either. I think she 
met with what you boys call foul play. Be¬ 
cause—look, it’s like this: From her position, 
it seems as if she’d plunged forward, as if 
she’d been tripped while runnin’. Only I 
somehow don’t think she was. An’ then 
there’s this cod line—cod line. Fish line. 
That’s it. Cod line. Was she strangled? No, 
that’s one thing I’m certain of. No—listen! 
This cod line, see, is over her—” 

He sighed. There he was, stumped by that 
cod line again! 

There was no question about it, he really 


ought to solve that cod-Hne angle before he 
came in any contact with the cops. He 
couldn’t, for example, visualize himself try¬ 
ing to explain to his old friend, Lieutenant 
Hanson, just how he happened to be winding 
cod line on a turnover plate with rosebuds, 
while hunting blinds in the woods! Certainly 
he couldn’t do that over the phone. Even in 
person, it would be a long, hard pull. 

“Okay, then!” he said aloud. “Figure it 
out! Did she fall, or was she tripped, Or 
what? An’ what about that line?” 

A brief but careful survey of the path 
showed absolutely nothing over which she 
could have stumbled. The toes of her brown 
alligator pumps hadn’t been stubbed, the high 
heels hadn’t been wrenched or twisted, the 
leather heel lifts gave no evidence of having 
been caught on or in anything. 

Could the line have been rigged up in such 
a way that it might have tripped her? 

Asey doubted it. That line was too long to 
have been drawn taut enough to offer suffi¬ 
cient resistance. And had she tripped in the 
slack, the line should now be tangled around 
her feet or her ankles, and not draped care¬ 
fully over the raglan shoulders of her brown 
gabardine coat. 

Of course it was the brown coat, blending 
so perfectly with the sere oak leaves and 
dried pine needles, which had kept him from 
seeing her until he was almost on top of her. 
But that fact wouldn’t interest the police any. 
And they would notice as quickly as he had 
the contrast between her and. say, the women 
in wash dresses or slacks and sweaters who’d 
been milling around his house. The latter, 
even when they’d changed into their best for 
the lawn fete, could never manage to look 
like this girl. The diamond and topaz flower 
in her lapel probably cost more than the ac¬ 
cumulated wardrobes of the whole Women’s 
Club for a year. Her tiny, diamond-studded 
wrist watch would unquestionably have re¬ 
built the demolished clubhouse several times 
over. 

In passing, Asey noted that the watch was 
still running, and that it was within a few 
minutes of three o’clock, which checked with 
his own watch. That would please Dr. Cum¬ 
mings, who habitually wrote fiery letters of 
protest to authors of detective stories in 
which the time of the murder was accurately 
placed by the time indicated on the stopped 
wrist watch of the deceased. 

Her coat label indicated that she patronized 
the same exclusive shop in New York where 
his boss’s wife, Betsey Porter, ran up such 
awe-inspiring bills. The chamois gloves in 
her pocket were handmade. The handker¬ 
chief stuffed in with them was fine, sheer 
linen. 

“What’s the matter with me?” Asey asked 
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himself irritably. “I’m asleep! If she’s this 
dressed up, of course she had a pocketbook!” 

His brisk search on either side of the path 
unearthed a brown alligator envelope, nearly 
as large as his own brief case. For all its 
size, its contents were distinctly disappoint¬ 
ing. Instead of the usual feminine con¬ 
glomeration of miscellaneous items, this 
merely contained money—two hundred dol¬ 
lars in crisp new ten dollar bills. As if, Asey 
thought, she’d casually cashed a check, and 
said in response to the teller’s inevitable 
question, “Oh, anything—yes, tens. Tens will 
do.” 

There was nothing bearing her name, or 
even her initials. But the cops wouldn’t have 
any trouble finding out who she was. There 
was nothing nondescript about her, from her 
topaz pin to the white streak in her hair. 

He looked again at the cod line, idly 
touched it, and shook his head. 

Perhaps it would be just as well not to 
mention it at all to the cops. Let Hanson and 
his boys get themselves all wound up in 
knots doping it out. He’d just report having 
found the girl, suggest that in his opinion it 
was a job for them, and they could take it 
and carry on from there. 

B ETTER still, he decided as he put the 
pocketbook down beside her and stood 
up again, he wouldn’t even phone the cops 
; himself. He’d go back to the shore, ask one 
of the lobstermen or debris hunters to call 
.Dr. Cummings, who was the medical exam¬ 
iner, and ask him to call Hanson. Before the 
latter or any of his men arrived. Cummings 
would have reached the scene, and have 
contributed his opinion of the situation. Or, 
rather, his opinions. Cummings was not one 
to confine himself to one paltry opinion. 

Asey suspected that the cod line would 
probably baffle Cummings, too. But he’d be 
very much surprised if the doctor didn’t at 
once question the lack of evidence of her 
falling or tripping, as well as the lack of 
marks or bruises on her face, considering that 
she had apparently fallen on it with such 
headlong force. 

He was also sure that the doctor would feel 
that there was something phony about the 
girl’s position, and agree with him that she 
actually hadn’t fallen that way, but that she 
had been placed that way. 

And Cummings would certainly raise his 
eyebrows when he was shown how far the 
pocketbook had been from her. If she’d 
been holding it properly, that underarm bag 
should have fallen very near her—indeed, 
the chances were that she might never have 
let go of it at all. Even if she’d been carry¬ 
ing a corner of the bag in her hand, no fall 
or tripping could have jolted it into flying to 


the spot where he’d found it. Someone, Asey 
thought, had slipped up very badly on that 
pocketbook planting. They hadn’t figured it 
out enough. 

Yes, long before Hanson turned up, Cum¬ 
mings would know exactly where she had 
been hit, if not exactly what had hit her, or 
who. 

Because someone surely had! 

And it hadn’t been anything less than a 
masterly bash, a quick one to the right spot. 
Cummings would unquestionably deliver a 
monologue of professional praise for the 
skill of such an expert basher. 

“I wonder, now,” Asey murmured, “if I 
was some innocent passer-by, just how much 
I’d have questioned her position! Probably 
I’d have been too shocked at findin’ her to 
question much. I wonder how much I’d have 
moved her around, tryin’ to make sure if she 
wasn’t maybe alive. Because it looked like 
she fell or tripped, I think I’d take it for 
granted that she fell or tripped. I don’t think 
the possibility of a bash would ever enter 
my head!” 

In fact, if he hadn’t actually already been 
curious about the cod line, and in an inquir¬ 
ing frame of mind, would he have been quite 
so suspicious, himself? 

It was probably a very good thing that he 
had been, but he must curb his suspicions 
and watch out that they didn’t run away with 
him. Particularly in the matter of that tall 
man with the blackthorn stick. He mustn’t 
let that fellow enter his mind. True, he had 
beer, wandering around the pines. True, he 
had an excellent instrument for bashing right 
in his hand. 

“But the good lord only knows how many 
other handy blunt instruments there are 
scattered about this vicinity,” he said, “from 
Higgins’s mansard roof to that arm of Sav¬ 
ory’s windmill. An’ the garden hose reel. 
An’ if the shore was so full of people, the 
woods could’ve been full, too. Nope, Mayo, 
put that man out of your mind! Put the cod 
line out of your mind! Get along, an’ get 
someone to phone to Cummings!” 

As he started to turn back to the beach, 
something stirred in the leaves by his feet. 

A snake? 

He looked down, and gave an experimen¬ 
tal little stamp with his foot. 

Then he realized that the leaves were stir¬ 
ring because the rosebud plate, over which 
he’d wound the cod line, and which he’d set 
down on the ground, was moving! 

He blinked. 

It couldn’t be moving! He’d simply done 
so much staring and peering and viewing and 
looking, with his eyes already tired from that 
long drive in Junior, that he was seeing 
things! 
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But the leaves stirred again as the plate 
gave a little bounce upward. 

It wasn’t any mirage. 

That plate actually was moving! 

Asey bit back the exclamation that jumped 
to his lips. 

Of course it was moving! 

Of course—and why not? Someone was 
reeling in the other end of the cod line! 

He wanted suddenly to shout out at the 
top of his lungs that he was a silly fool, the 
biggest goon in a dozen counties! Here a 
perfectly obvious solution to the cod-line 
puzzle had been staring him in the face, and 
like Columbus and the egg. someone had to 
show him how it worked before he had the 
wit to figure it out! 

Of course the line hadn’t been laid down 
to entice someone like him to the girl, but to 
guide someone else back to her! 

Noiselessly, he ducked behind the thickest 
of the pines, and crouched down low in the 
bayberry bushes at the foot of the trunk. 

It all began to make some sense, now, he 
told himself. 

He recalled that the path on which the girl 
lay was clearly exposed to view from the 
shore in at least a dozen places. If someone 
wished to avoid being seen, that path was 
definitely a very bad bet. Someone, con¬ 
sequently, had left the cod line stretched out 
at right angles to the path so that it could act 
as a guide back to the girl’s body, either from 
the shore side where he himself had found 
it, or from the other end, from which this 
someone was now cautiously reeling in. 

Of course, he mentally amended, anyone 
coming up as he had from the beach ran 
plenty of chances of being seen. But under 
the circumstances, with all the hurricane 
aftermath, someone pretending to be a flot¬ 
sam hunter could stroll casually up into the 
woods without attracting any particular at¬ 
tention. Someone sneaking along the path, on 
the other hand, would run far more danger 
of being noticed, and remembered later. 

From where he was crouching, he could see 
the roseud plate give another little hop up 
into the air. Something about the movement 
reminded him of corn just beginning to pop 
in a hot skillet. 

Then the plate began to bounce furiously, 
as the unseen reeler apparently indulged in 
a violent burst of rapid winding. 

A few inches at a time, it jumped across 
the pine needles and onto the path itself. 

Asey held his breath. 

He had originally put the plate down on 
his side of the path, on a spot slightly above 
the girl’s outstretched hands. 
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Was it now going to be dragged down 
diagonally, and become caught on them? 

C ERTAINLY the reeler would then know, 
if he hadn’t already guessed, that some¬ 
thing was on the end of his line, that it 
wasn’t any longer just loosely dangling! 

Why hadn’t the fellow become suspicious, 
anyway? Or had he simply assumed that his 
line must have caught on some small object 
in its passage back, and was just temporarily 
dragging it along? 

The plate gave a sudden jump past the 
girl’s fingertips, just grazing them, and then 
hopped across to the far side of the path. 
Asey let himself breathe again. 

Now the plate’s course over the carpet of 
pine needles was reasonably clear and safe 
for a matter of fifteen or twenty feet. At the 
speed the line was now being reeled in, the 
reeler him&elf shouldn’t be frightened away 
by any snags until he caught up with the 
plate. 

But a perverse bounce caused the line to 
coil over the end of a good-sized twig. 

And the twig, sliding sideways, caught 
among the branches of a tiny pine seedling. 
And stayed there. 

The frantic jiggles of the line, as the reeler 
tried to jerk hard enough to force the plate 
to move on, were almost hypnotically fasci¬ 
nating to watch. But each successive jerk 
merely settled the twig and the line and the 
plate a little more firmly among the small 
flexible branches, which bent parallel to the 
ground but wouldn’t give way. 

Asey asked himself how much longer it 
would take for the lubber to sense the finality 
of the line snag and depart rapidly some¬ 
where else. 

As if in answer to his question, the line 
immediately slackened. 

Now what, Asey wondered. Now what? 
Obviously the fellow would either have to 
leave his line there, or else walk up to where 
it was caught, and untangle it. 

“But if it was me,” Asey thought, “I’d be 
inclined to do some reconnoiterin’ first, in 
any case. Huh. I guess I’ll just stay put, an’ 
wait, an’ see!” 

Still crouched down, he waited, and peered, 
and listened. 

Five minutes passed. Then another five. 
His eyes felt strained from trying to pick 
out some moving object among the pines, and 
his ears ached from listening for some tell¬ 
tale rustlings, or for the cautious pad of foot¬ 
steps. 

Colonies of ants were feasting hungrily on 
his right ankle, two wasps were using his 
forehead as a landing strip, and he was chok¬ 
ing back an almost overwhelming impulse to 
sneeze. 


But what made him most uncomfortable 
was the belated realization that he might just 
possibly have crowed too soon in assuming 
that he’d got the solution of the cod-line 
puzzle. 

Sober second thought wasn’t pinning any 
medals on his first excited guess. 

For if the person had been using the line 
as a guide back to the girl’s body, as he’d 
figured, then why had he stood off at a dis¬ 
tance and reeled the line in, instead of walk¬ 
ing back to her? 

In short, the line might well not have been 
a guide, at all. 

“An’.” Asey muttered as he got to his feet, 
“I've had enough of it, whatever it is!” 

He stretched his cramped shoulders, leaned 
down and scratched vigirously at his ankle, 
and concluded that whatever this little epi¬ 
sode may have signified, he certainly hadn’t 
won. 

He knew no more about the line than he 
had in the first place; he hadn’t seen the 
reeler-inner and he probably never would. 
If the fellow hadn’t departed forever, he was 
most likely sitting in some comfortable, 
sequestered, antless spot, cheerfully waiting 
until he had the woods to himself. 

And what he might then propose to do 
with his confounded cod line was his own 
sweet business, and Asey refused to let his 
mind dwell on it another minute. No more 
fruitless brooding over that line. He was 
through. 

“An’ if Hanson an’ Cummings ask me what 
I think,” he said, “I’ll tell ’em—I think he’s 
an old string saver, an’ every October he 
comes out from under his mossy rock, an’ 
hunts cod li—” 

The sound of a branch breaking, over in 
the woods to his left, came with all the sur¬ 
prise shock of a summer thunderclap. 

It wasn’t an underfoot sound of someone 
stepping on something, but a definite crack, 
as if someone had reached up and snapped 
off a dead branch. 

Asey hesitated. 

Probably it was better to catch a glimpse 
of anyone in the vicinity, even an innocent 
fellow blind-himter, than to stand like a 
stump, figuring and brooding and calculating, 
and getting exactly nowhere. 

But he kept wishing, as he quietly started 
toward the sound, that he was twins. He 
didn’t really want to leave either the girl or 
the line alone. There’d been almost a touch 
of a come-on element in the distinctness of 
that noise, following so long and so solid a 
silence. It was almost as if someone had 
derisively yelled out, “Yoo-hoo, here I am!” 

Another branch cracked, still farther to his 
left. 

Slowly, still hesitant, Asey turned in the 
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direction of the new sound. 

A moment later, beyond his sight but al¬ 
most dead ahead of him, someone started to 
run. 

Asey went after him. 

H IS sense of relief at finally having some¬ 
thing tangible to chase was so intense 
that he wouldn’t particularly have cared 
whether he was sprinting over pine needles 
or red-hot coals. 

Plunging and ducking through bushes, 
twisting and skidding around trees, sliding 
on the slippery needles, he raced along, fol¬ 
lowing the sound of the fleet footsteps ahead. 

He was gaining. He was sure of it. But 
he still wasn’t near enough to catch a glimpse 
of the man. 

Pausing for a split second to listen and 
check on his direction, Asey was dumb¬ 
founded to hear another set of footsteps. 
Behind him. 

Someone was now following him! 

He grinned as he raced along. 

So there’d been two of them, had there? 
And they’d decided to play on him the old 
sandwich trick that had harassed so many 
pavement-pounding cops. It was so simple. 
You gave A a reason for chasing B, and then 
started C chasing after A. In theory, A should 
stop to let his pursuer catch up. And at that 
point, both sides of the sandwich, B and C, 
would gently melt away into thin air, and 
leave A waiting, and waiting. 

But this particular A, Asey thought, wasn’t 
going to fall for such tactics. This A in¬ 
tended to keep going after B, and catch him! 

He couldn’t miss catching the fellow, now. 
For all the twisting and turning, Asey knew 
just where he was headed. In just about 
two shakes of a lamb’s tail, the pine woods 
would end and the Pogue marsh would be¬ 
gin. Only an outlander would ever head to¬ 
ward that marsh, and only a fool would ever 
try to cross it. Being both, B was going to 
get caught, if not in the marsh itself, then in 
the curve between the inlet and the salt 
pond. B didn’t stand a chance of getting 
away. 

But Asey’s optimism suffered a rude shock 
as he reached the edge of the woods and 
found the Pogue marsh stretching out ahead, 
empty. 

The shore on either side of him was empty, 

“Huh!” Asey paused and considered the 
situation. “He certainly didn’t have time to 
dig himself any little foxholes to crawl—oho, 
the old bridge! That’s the answer!” 

The fellow couldn’t have crossed over the 
few battered remaining planks of the bridge 
that had once spanned the old herring creek, 
or he’d still be in sight, floundering in the 


mud on the other side. 

He must be hiding under it! 

He had to be, Asey thought as he tiptoed 
over toward it, came to a halt a few feet 
away, and very cautiously stooped down to 
investigate. 

Nobody was crouching there in the thick, 
mucilaginous mud of the creek bottom. 

But as he started to straighten up, some¬ 
thing like a ton of bricks fell on him. 

The fellow had been watching him all the 
time, had sneaked under the bridge to the 
other side, swung up on it, and jumped him 
from above. 

Asey figured out that eminently reason¬ 
able conclusion as he went thudding down 
into the muck. 

Before he could make any attempt to 
rise, his right arm was pinned back against 
his head, forcing his face down deeper into 
the black glue. His legs and ankles felt as if 
they were being sat on by several Porter 
Supertanks. 

He gathered himself together to break the 
holds—not for nothing had he spent so many 
spare hours learning the modern tricks of the 
Porter Plant guards! 

But the man pinning him down had ap¬ 
parently forgotten more than the Porter 
guards’ teacher had ever known. All Asey’s 
inspired stragglings only seemed to aid his 
captor in dragging him under the bridge, and 
tying him up in a few more knots. 

Now he could hear the sound of heavy 
footsteps back in the pine woods—that, Asey 
thought, would be the person who’d been 
chasing him, and who must somehow have 
got lost or delayed in the shuffle. 

The person clumped around noisily on 
the shore for several moments. 

Then the footsteps thumped away. 

Everything was quiet again except for the 
shrill screeching of the sea gulls over by the 
inlet, and the labored, bubbling sound that 
was his own attempt to breathe without being 
suffocated in the slime. 

Suddenly he was picked up like a baby and 
lifted out from under the bridge. 

CHAPTER III 

HE NEVER got even a 
glimpse of the man’s face 
as he felt himself sailing 
through the air like a 
beanbag. There was only 
a vague, confused blur of 
someone in dark clothes, 
already starting to rim. 

Then he hit the mud- 
hole. 

Five minutes later, he 
had managed to clean his eyes out enough to 
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see dimly, and by sheer luck he had located 
one shoe. After groping for a solid quarter of 
an hour, he found the other. 

Holding the somewhat gruesome objects by 
their laces, he wearily set off back through 
the pines. There was no sense in attempting 
to put them on, or to clean himself off. You 
couldn’t with your bare hands tackle mud 
like this mud, which had been several cen¬ 
turies in the process of formation! 

Hanson could figure out what all this busi¬ 
ness meant. He couldn’t, himself. 

All he knew was that he’d probably 
guessed wrong once more. B and C couldn’t 
have, been teamed up in any sandwich act, 
if B had taken such pains to hide from C un¬ 
der the bridge! 

“Maybe,” he muttered in disgust, “they’re 
just testin’ out a new kind of postwar hide 
an’ seek. Maybe they’re writin’ a book about 
games!” 

He wasn’t a whit surprised, on returning 
to the still figure on the path, to find that the 
rosebud plate and the cod line had vanished 
from the branches of the pine seedling. He 
almost really hadn’t expected them to be 
there. 

In fact, he wouldn’t even have blinked if 
the body had been spirited away. A missing 
corpse would have been just about all this 
crazy affair needed for a finishing touch. 

He turned and padded off in his muddy 
stocking feet down toward the shore, to pro¬ 
ceed with his original intention of getting 
someone to telephone Dr. Cummings for him. 

But the beach which earlier had been so 
densely populated and so bustling with ac¬ 
tivity was now quite bare and empty. 

As far as he could see, there was- nothing 
but hurricane debris. A few sea gulls and 
sandpeep provided the only living note. 

Asey told himself that after all, if anyone 
had wanted to move the girl or take her 
away, they’d had ample opporunity when 
they took the plate and the line. He might 
as well return to Junior and run over to the 
doctor’s in person. 

Then, he mentally added, he’d go home 
and change his clothes. The chill wind that 
was now starting to drive in from the east 
reminded him forcibly that he couldn’t hang 
around forever in this slimy, sodden state. 
Now that the mud was beginning to harden, 
he was feeling more and more like a clammy 
statue of wet plaster of Paris. 

Glancing over toward the shore road, he 
noticed that the red jeep was still where he 
had left it. 

That was good, he thought, because in his 
excitement on first viewing the inlet beach, 
he had carelessly left the key in the igni¬ 
tion, and yesterday’s experiences with small 
boys and curious onlookers had proved the 


danger of sr\ch negligence. Junior was a 
magnet. People couldn’t somehow quite 
manage to keep their hands off him. Not in 
the sense that they wished to steal him per¬ 
manently. They simply wanted to drive him, 
to try him out. “If only just around the 
block,” as that elderly woman in Pennsyl¬ 
vania had told him without a blush of shame 
when she finally returned Junior to the 
parking space of the roadside stand where 
he’d stopped for coffee. 

New Englanders—and particularly Cape 
Codders—had more restraint, he decided. 

Even the blonde girl in green slacks and 
tan windbreaker who’d just rounded a curve 
in the road was only stopping and staring. 
While she was clearly admiring Junior, she 
wasn’t climbing— 

“Hey!” Asey opened his mud-caked lips 
and yelled out at the top of his lungs. “Hey 
—don’t! No! Get out of that! Hey, don’t—” 

But the blond girl had hqpped lightly be¬ 
hind the wheel, started Junior, and was 
already bouncing off down the road. 

“The next hundred an’ ninety-eight 
words,” Asey sounded as annoyed as he felt, 
“have been cut out by the censor! What is 
this, Kick-Mayo-in-the-Faee Day, for Pete’s 
sakes? Can’t anything work out right? Can’t 
anything go straight?” 

Hunching his shoulders and jamming his 
hands into his mud-filled pockets, he headed 
grimly into the wind-swept stretch. 

It was really blowing now, the sun had 
disappeared behind sullen gray clouds, the 
inlet surface was like pale steel, and Asey 
felt less and less like a plaster of Paris 
statue and more and more like a cake of ice. 

He looked up hopefully at the sound of 
an oncoming car speeding toward him from 
the village. 

But it wasn’t Junior being returned, only 
a somewhat rackety black sedan. 

Asey raised his hand hailed it anyway. 

After all, Cummings should be phoned be¬ 
fore any more time got frittered away. This 
person could attend to the call as well as 
anyone else. He also thought that anyone 
with an ounce of human charity would prob¬ 
ably take pity on him and drive him home 
before he congealed. 

When the driver showed no inclination to 
stop at his violent hand waving, Asey 
stepped out directly into the center of the 
road. 

Reluctantly, amid the protests of mourn¬ 
fully squealing brakes, die car jolted to a 
halt. Its driver and only occupant, a sharp- 
faced, black-haired woman, darted a nervous 
glance at him, and then hurriedly reached 
back and rather obviously pushed the car 
door lock down with one finger. 

As Asey walked up to speak to her, he 
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could hear the squeaking of the window be¬ 
ing rolled up tight to the top. 

He wondered irritably what the matter was 
with her. What in time did she take him for, 
anyway, a tramp with evil intentions? 

A brief glance at his mud-smudged, frown¬ 
ing face as he passed by the side-wing mir¬ 
ror. reminded him that she had no particular 
reason to take him for much of anything 
else. Indeed, under the circumstances, 
“tramp” was almost a tag of kindness. 

Her long thin face and aquiline nose were 
familiar to him. She was someone Jennie 
knew. 

He searched his memory with desperate 
haste. She lived in the gray clapboard salt- 
box house on the inlet road, the one that 
used to belong to Bill Larkin. She took sum¬ 
mer boarders, and her brother had a little 
boat yard. Out in front of her house there 
were always wooden racks filled with beach- 
plum jelly to sell to the tourist trade. Jennie 
had always sniffed at the display, and mut¬ 
tered scornful things about artificial colorings 
and commercial pectins, and maybe one old 
beachplum having been waved across the 
kitchen for flavor. 

“Curran!” he said triumphantly. “Miss 
Curran, isn’t it? I’m Asey Mayo. Jennie 
Mayo’s cousin, you know.” 

N O sign of any enthusiastic recognition 
flashed across her sharp features. In fact, 
she looked as if she hadn’t heard a single 
word. She actually hadn’t, Asey suddenly 
realized, what with being bottled up inside 
the car as she was, with the windows closed 
tight, and the wind blowing. 

He raised his voice and yelled. 

Miss Curran sat there with pursed lips, 
looking straight ahead. 

Asey put his mouth up close to the glass 
and fairly howled. 

“Mayo! Mayo! Jennie’s cousin! Asey 
Mayo —look, open the window a bit, will you, 
please?" 
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By the time she broke down to the extent 
of unwinding the window a fraction of an 
inch, Asey’s tired voice had turned into a 
hoarse croak. 

At the sound of it, Miss Curran looked 
even more worried, and started to wind the 
window up to the top once more. 

“Look, all I want is for you to make a 
phone call for me!” Asey said hurriedly. 
“Will you do that, please? It’s important!” 

Miss Curran'shook her head. 

Asey fished around in his pockets till he 
unearthed a quarter. After wiping off the 
mud, he edged it through the narrow open 
gap at the top of the window, and let it fall 
down- inside. 

“There’s the money for the call,” he said. 
“Keep the change. Just you phone—” 

He broke off as Miss Curran bent down and 
started fumbling on the floor of the car. 

After a moment she found the quarter and 
flipped it back at him through the window 
crack. “No phone,” she said coldly. 

“Well,” Asey tried not to sound too an¬ 
noyed or too impatient, “well, if you haven’t 
got a phone—” 

“I have.” 

“Well, Miss Curran, if you don’t feel like 
usin’ yours, d’you suppose you might possibly 
be willin’ to stop at the next house, maybe, 
an’ phone for me from there? I don’t like to 
bother you, but—” 

“There isn’t any phone in the next house, 
or the next, or the next,” Miss Curran said 
with finality. 

“Oh, come!” Asey said. “There certainly 
are phones in this vicinity—oh. I forgot. 
Hurricane trouble, of course!” 

“They’re working on ’em,” Miss Curran 
said. “They think maybe Tuesday. Of 
course, I’d be glad to phone for you then.” 

“D’you suppose,” Asey said as she started 
up the car, “that you’d be willin’ to drive me 
back to the village so I could phone from 
there?” 

[Turn page ] 
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She eyed his clothes, and then she eyed the 
car’s upholstery. 

She didn’t actually come right out and say 
no. She didn’t have to. 

“Look,” Asey said a little desperately, “this 
is important, Miss Curran. I’ve found the 
body of a dead girl over yonder in the inlet 
woods, an’ I want to get to a phone an’—” 

“I told you, there aren’t any around here!” 
she interrupted. 

“I want to phone the doctor!” Asey finished 

up. 

“There isn’t any,” Miss Curran informed 
him. 

“What?” 

“I said, there isn’t any. No doctor.” 

“If only,” Asey said, “I could make you be¬ 
lieve me! I know I look like the tramp in 
the nightmare, but I am Asey Mayo, an’ I did 
find this girl, an’ I do want to phone Cum¬ 
mings an’ have him—” 

“I know, I know, I heard you!” Miss Cur¬ 
ran broke in. “And I’ve told you a million 
times, no phones! And no doctor, either. 
Cummings isn’t here. He isn’t in town. He 
isn’t home/” 

“He’s never what you really might call 
home,” Asey said. “He’s always sort of en 
route, like. I know. But here I am on the 
shore, three miles from the village, shiverin’ 
from head to foot with cold mud—hear my 
teeth chatterin'? An’ before it gets dark, I 
want to get hold of the doc an’ have him get 
to that girl!” 

“Cummings,” Miss Curran said, “has left 
town. He’s gone away. He isn’t here. He’s 
on a vacation! Va-ca-tion! I certainly can’t 
make it any plainer than that!” 

She threw the car into gear quickly, and 
the sedan sped off up the road. 

Two hours later, Asey stalked into his own 
kitchen, marched through to the dining room, 
mounted the back stairs, and made a beeline 
for the bathtub. 

The sound of running water brought Jen¬ 
nie hurrying up from the parlor to the back 
hall. 

“Asey, is that you? Where’ve you been? 
Did you find the blinds? Isn’t it perfectly 
awful along the inlet there? Asey! Asey— 
oh, bother!” 

But the rush of running water thwarted 
her only temporarily. When it gave way to 
simple splashing, she took a stand outside the 
bathroom door and proceeded to get him 
caught up on the state of domestic affairs. 

“Asey, it was a perfectly wonderful sale— 
d’you hear me? We got a hundred and sixty- 
two dollars from the sale itself! Think of it! 
And forty-seven-fifty in just contributions— 
just for fun. because I really didn’t think 
anyone would, you see, I put that big deco¬ 
rated flower pot on the front steps with a 


sign over it sayin’ put your contributions 
in here. And they did! And then we got 
three-seventy-five from Mildred’s hurricane 
postcards. And,” she sounded a little breath¬ 
less, “and two hundred and fifty dollars more 
from our donated antique—you hear that, 
Asey?” 

“I hear.” 

“Don’t you want to know who donated the 
antique?” Jennie asked eagerly. “Asey, are 
you listenin’ to me? Don’t you want to know 
who?” 

“Who?” Asey asked obediently, although 
he didn’t care very much. 

“You did! It was that old cherry table you 
had down in the boathouse, the one you keep 
fishin’ tackle on. Well, I sanded it down and 
fixed up the legs, last week, and that an¬ 
tique-collectin’ friend of Mrs. Berry’s, she 
asked if I’d take two-fifty for it. I must say 
I hesitated, because I’d finished it pretty 
good, and I thought it was worth more than 
two dollars and fifty cents! I thought ten, 
myself. Then she said she’d seen better ones 
for two hundred — well, I tell you, I was flab¬ 
bergasted, but I never let on! I told her I’d 
hoped to get more, and I made up this 
woman in Orleans who thought she wanted 
it, and was willin’ to pay any way two-fifty—” 

Jennie covered the donated antique deal 
down to the last minute detail. 

“So when she said she’d write a check, I 
thought quick! If she got that cherry table 
home and didn’t like it, she might stop the 
check! So I said would she mind awfully 
lettin’ me have cash if she happened to have 
it with her—what’s that?” 

“I said, would you mind awfully gettin’ me 
my clothes, please? The works. Shoes, too.” 

A moment later, Jennie passed them in to 
him. 

“And when she opened her bag Asey, and 
took out her billfold. I realized how dumb 
I’d been! I could have cried! Why, she’d 
have paid me twice that! I never saw so 
many new ten dollar bills in all my life! 
Crisp, brand-new ten dollar bills—you say 
somethin’?” 

“I sighed,” Asey said. 

“So she forked over twenty-five of ’em, 
and if you’ll let me have it, I think maybe I’ll 
fix up that old busted sea chest in the attic— 
the one with the bad hinges—and see if I 
can’t palm that off on her. Asey, there isn’t 
a speck of food left except for an old pudding 
that didn’t get called for. I’m sort of afraid 
you’ve either got to have eggs for supper, or 
else take us to Howard Johnson’s. If only 
you’d let me know you were cornin’, I’d have 
had a nice meal ready for you! I did save 
out some more apple turnovers, but some¬ 
body found ’em and sold ’em—Asey, that 
plate! That rosebud plate!” 
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“Rosebud plate?” 

Asey’s voice sounded so strangely muffled, 
Jennie decided he must be putting on his 
shirt. 

“I do hope you brought that plate back! 
You did, didn’t you? I never should have let 
you take it in the first place, but you whipped 
out of that window so quick, I didn’t have a 
chance to—” 

S HE broke off as he came out into the hall, 
and pointed to the muddy mess in his 

“Good gracious, what’s that? Ugh!” 
“Wa-el,” Asey drawled, “I don’t know just 
what you would call it, now. You ever hear 
tell of a torture they called the Iron Maiden, 
a kind of an iron suit lined with long spikes 
that they used to tuck people into years ago. 
an’ shut ’em up in? For the last two hours, 
this mess has been a sort of Iron Maiden 
without spikes for me. Before that, it was 
my best suit. I used to save it for Porter di¬ 
rectors’ meetin’s. I almost felt like a Porter 
director when I was dressed up in it.” 

“I never saw the like, never!” Jennie said 
in horror. “What’re you goin’ to do with it 

“Put it out in the woodshed,” Asey told 
her, “an’ hope that some benevolent wood 
sprite’ll sneak it away so’s I’ll never have to 
set eye on it again.” 

“What’ve you been doin’, anyway?” Jennie 
demanded as she followed him down the back 
stairs. “Where’ve you been? Why, those 
clothes look as if you’d got tossed into some 
stank old mudhole out on the marsh! 

“I was.” 

Jennie stared at him skeptically as he 
snapped on the dining-room light. “Hm. You 
were, were you?” 

“Uh-huh. I was.” 

She sniffed. “All right, all right, if you 
don’t want to let me know what happened, 
why, don’t tell me! But it still looks—and I 
must say it smells —as if you’d got tossed into 
an old marsh mudhole! What about that 
rosebud plate, Asey? Did you bring it back?” 

“Was it one of ours?” he countered with 
another question as he entered the kitchen. 

“No, that’s just the point! It belongs to that 
Mrs. Peeling—she's a writer, and she bought 
the Martin place last spring. Honestly, I 
don’t know what I’ll do if you’ve gone and 
lost that plate somewhere! Mrs. Peeling’s 
spent years gettin’ a full set of that old pink 
rosebud pattern—goodness knows why, I'm 
sure!” she added. “Grandmother Hopkins 
had a set of it, and she got so tired of hers, 
she took it out behind the barn one day and 
smashed it up. Everyone used to have one of 
those sets, you know. They were the thing 
to have. Some minister’s widow in Wellfleet 


29 

painted ’em all by hand. Anyway, when this 
Mrs. Peeling brought her turnovers, she said 
she hadn’t meant to leave ’em on that plate, 
and would I please be awful careful of it. 
So don’t tell me you’ve gone and left it any¬ 
where! Just don’t tell me!” 

“All right, I won’t. But I wish you’d tell 
me,” Asey paused with his hand on the 
woodshed doorknob, “why you never men¬ 
tioned that Cummings had gone away on a 
vacation!” 

“Why, I only heard about it myself this 
mornin’—Mary told me when she came. 
Seems some nephew doctor of his that used 
to be in the navy is takin’ his place. Honest, 

I can’t imagine what must have come over 
the doctor, can you?” 

Asey shook his head. “Nope, an’ I can’t 
imagine why it had to come over him at this 
particular time, either. What happened to the 
man? Did he just up an’ go?” 

“Mary said she heard that he called his 
wife into his office, and said he was fed up, 
they were goin’ off on a trip, and for her to 
pack quick. Said this nephew that had 
dropped down that mornin’ from Boston, he’d 
stay an’ take over for him, though he’d only 
intended just to spend the day. And so oft 
they went yesterday afternoon. Just like 
that!” 

“You don’t think anything’s the matter 
with the doc, do you?” Asey inquired. “He 
isn’t sick, or anything? Of course, once in a 
while he’s threatened to do somethin’ like 
this, but I never knew him to actually go off 
on a vacation before, ever!” 

“He never did! Why, more’n once his j 
wife’s got so mad, she’s flounced off by her- [ 
self for a few weeks. You know that. No¬ 
body knows what got. into the man now. 
Mary says this nephew—his name’s Horner— 
he’s supposed to be wonderful. Got a lot of 
medals for what he did for wounded men, 
and all. But she said that she caught a 
glimpse of him in the drugstore this mornin’, 
and he looked awful young, like. Like a child, 
sort of.” 

“Mary almost put her finger on it,” Asey 
said. “I’d say, like a stupid child.” 

“Have you seen him?” 

“Yes-yes. Yes, indeed.” Asey said. “I’ve 
seen young Dr. Horner. My, my, yes!” 

“Asey, somethin’s happened! I been think- 
in’ so since I seen those clothes, and now I 
know it! What’s been goin’ on? Why’d you 
go to see Horner? What happened this af¬ 
ternoon?” 

“Wa-el,” Asey said, “reduced to its lowest 
terms, I went blind huntin’, as per your or¬ 
ders.” 

“What happened? Did you find ’em?” 

Asey turned away from the door and 
looked at her thoughtfully before answering. 
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Then he shook his head. 

“It doesn’t seem to matter how often I try 
to tell it to people,” he said at last. “Even to 
me, it still sounds plumb, stark crazy. Listen, 
while I was huntin’ blinds in the inlet woods, 
I come on this piece of cod line, an’ reeled it 
up over that rosebud plate. An’ after a while, 

I reeled my way along through the pines 
straight to the body of a girl—” 

“Asey!” Jennie said in horror. “You never 
did! Who? Who was she? What happened?” 

“I’m not goin’ to tell you what happened to 
me,” Asey said, “from the time I found her 
till I finally managed to hitchhike a ride to 
town. I want to forget that period of my life. 
As to what happened to her —wa-el, young 
Dr. Kildare there—what’s his name, Horner? 
Homer first decided it was an accident. He 
said she’d just tripped, or fallen, that was all. 
But upon havin’ my contrary point of view 
thrown at him sort of forcible—I was so cold 
an’ uncomfortable in my mud pack, I guess 
I was a lot more forcible than I meant to be. 
Anyway, Horner backed water considerable, 
said that was only his first snap judgment, 
and finally he agreed that yes, the girl had 
been killed. We got the fact established clin¬ 
ically. The girl’d been hit very expert, you 
see. Rabbit punch.” 

“Who was she?” Jennie’s voice seemed to 
have gone up an octave. “Who was she?” 

“Search me. Horner doesn’t know anyone 
around—he wasn’t any help in identifyin’ 
her. An’ Hanson’d never seen her before—it 
was just dumb luck, stumblin’ on Hanson up¬ 
town. He was investigatin’ some reports on 
lootin’. They were still tryin’ to find out her 
name when I left an’ hitched a ride home—I 
was near frozen to death by then. 

“She—say, have we got a new cat, or has 
Big Joe taken to havin’ fits out in the shed? 
I never heard such queer sounds as those 
cornin’—” 

“Bother the cat!” Jennie stepped between 
him and the door. “Bother the sounds! I 
want to know who that girl was!” 

“But I can’t tell you, I don’t—” 

“I got to know!” Jennie said breathlessly. 
“I got to! Tell me quick, what did she look 
like?” 

“Oh, she was young, an’ slim, medium 
height, expensively dressed—” 

“Did she have a streak of white in her 
hair?” Jennie clutched at his arm and shook 
it in her excitement. “Did she?” 

“Yes.” Asey reached past her, and shoved 
open the shed door as more odd noises issued 
from the place. “Yes, she did. Why are you 
so awful—” 

He stopped. 

His indomitable cousin Jennie had slumped 
down at his feet on the kitchen floor, in a 
dead faint. 



CHAPTER IV 

ASEY stood and looked 
blankly down at her, com¬ 
pletely ignoring the odd 
noises and strange crashes 
that still issued from the 
shed. 

Even the sound of the 
shed door being forced open 
didn’t move him. 

He’d guessed all along 
that someone was prowling 
around out there. Those hadn’t been four- 
footed as much as two-footed noises. 

But even if the whole shed had crashed 
down on a regiment of prowlers, he wouldn’t 
have stirred. 

He was simply too dumbfounded to move. 

Other women could faint like flies, and it 
wouldn’t signify a thing. But when Jennie 
keeled over, that was something to date 
things by! 

Feeling both dazed and inadequate, he 
went hesitantly over to the sink and drew 
a glass of water. 

Then, after a long moment of uncertainty, 
he came back to Jennie and knelt down on 
the floor beside her. 

“Didn’t you ever take first aid?” 

Asey spilled half the water on the floor 
as he jerked around. 

The blonde girl in green slacks and tan 
windbreaker had just pushed open the kitch¬ 
en door leading from the back yard. 

“Didn’t you ever take first, aid?” she re¬ 
peated somewhat sharply. “You shouldn’t 
raise her head!” 

Asey gently guided Jennie’s head back 
onto the checked linoleum. 

The probable return of Junior had nothing 
whatever to do with his sudden feeling of 
relief, and Asey frankly admitted the fact 
to himself. It was the mere presence of a 
third person which seemed to make every¬ 
thing a lot brighter. 

“Hullo,” he said. “Did you bring Junior 
back?” 

“You mean the jeep? Yes. It’s down the 
lane. I’ve had a simply morbid time finding 
out who you were and where you lived— 
look, I simply cannot bear this! You’re doing 
things all upside down! Leave her head 
alone, and don’t try to make her drink— 
oh, do move out of the way and let me see 
to things! You’re all wrong!” 

“When I’m faced with a situation that’s all 
upside down an’ wrong,” Asey returned, “I 
believe in applyin’ similar methods as a 
cure. My cousin Jennie never fainted in her 
life!” 

“Could be. But she certainly has now!” 
The girl bent down and felt Jennie’s pulse 
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professionally. “Go get some pillows to put 
under her legs—oh, got any smelling salts? 
Never mind—I see some ammonia by the 
sink. Hurry up with those pillows!” 

Asey hurried up with them. 

After arranging them to the girl’s satis¬ 
faction, he stepped out into the shed, snapped 
on the light, and looked around. 

Along with most of Jennie’s own house¬ 
hold tool assortment, the kindling pile was 
now scattered all over the floor. 

That was what the prowler had dislodged, 
and been forced to wade through before he 
succeeded in groping his way to the door 
and getting it open. 

Asey surveyed the girl curiously as he re¬ 
turned to the kitchen. 

Had she been out there in the shed, and 
then run around to the side door? 

The timing, he thought, was just about 
right. 

She must originally have come into the 
kitchen, and then slipped into the shed when 
she heard him and Jennie coming down the 
stairs. That would account for her having 
such difficulties in locating the door. Any¬ 
one who’d entered by it wouldn’t have run 
into such problems finding it again. 

“Say, what were you doin’ out in the shed 
just now?” he asked casually. 

“Shed?” she raised her eyebrows and 
looked up at him. “What shed?” 

“Mine. Weren’t you roamin’ around out 
there a few minutes ago?” 

“Why no—what an odd idea for you to 
have! I haven’t been roaming in your shed— 
or anyone else’s, for that matter—although 
I’ve roamed virtually everywhere else, hunt¬ 
ing you!” 

“Are you quite sure about that?” Asey 
persisted. “Far be it from me to seem to 
doubt your word, but the circumstantial evi¬ 
dence is kind of strong, like.” 

“I can’t help your circumstantial evidence!” 
the girl retorted. “I certainly ought to know 
best where I’ve been, and I wasn’t in your 
shed! I came up the lane to your kitchen door 
—I knocked, but you apparently didn’t hear 
me, so I just barged in. She’s coming around 
all right,” she patted Jennie’s shoulder. 
“She’s beginning to snap out of it—or don’t 
you care? You don’t seem very interested 
in the poor woman!” 

Asey bit his lip. Unquestionably, the girl 
had been very helpful. She was still so ob¬ 
viously concerned about Jennie’s condition, 
he didn’t want to come right out and say 
that his cousin had been shamming like mad 
for at least the last two minutes! 

“Of course I’m interested,” he said aloud. 
“Only it looked to me like she was perkin' 
up. Where’d you say Junior was?” 

“Down at the fork. That network of lanes 
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confused me so, I left it back there. Truly, 
I’d never have dared to take that jeep if I’d 
known it belonged to you, Mr. Mayo!” she 
said contritely. “I thought you drove a Porter 
Bullet roadster that looked like a robot 
bomb. I wouldn’t have touched it if I’d 
recognized you when you yelled at me, back 
on the shore road. The trouble was, you 
weren’t dressed properly!” 

“There’s somethin’ about makin’ intimate 
connections with a mudhole,” Asey told her, 
“that sort of takes the edge off the well- 
dressed man.” 

“What I mean is, now you look like the 
rotogravure pictures of yourself—corduroys 
and flannel shirt and yachting cap. and all. 
I’d recognize you anywhere in the outfit 
you’re wearing now! There, there!” she 
patted Jennie’s shoulder again, “take it easy, 
you're all right! You see, Mr. Mayo, I simply 
couldn’t resist your jeep!” 

“So I gathered,” Asey said dryly. 

The girl’s face turned very pink. “You 
don’t exactly make it simple for people to 
explain things, do you?” she asked. “But 
I’m going to tell you, anyway. I used to be 
a Wac, and when I saw that dear little red 
jeep, I just got completely carried away. I 
didn’t really intend to steal it—” 

“Just for old times’ sakes,” Asey broke 
in and finished her sentence for her, “you 
wanted to drive it around the block. Uh- 
huh.” 

“How—how did you know that was what 
I was going to say?” 

“It’s what the ex-soldier in Providence said 
when he borrowed Junior temporarily, an’ 
what the ex-Wave said, an’ so on. You’re 
not the first person to be tempted by Junior.’” 

“Well, I’m very ashamed of myself, now, 
and very apologetic. I shouldn’t have touched 
it—you’ve fixed it up lots, haven’t you? It’s 
very refined. That seat job’s particularly 
good—there, there, lamb pie,” she said to 
Jennie, “don’t try to talk, just lie there 
quietly! No, no, don’t say a word! Just keep 
nice and still for a few moments!” 

Asey grinned. “You may know all the 
rules,” he said, “but I know my cousin! Go 
on, Jennie, talk! What’s wrong?” 

“Don’t encourage her, Mr. Mayo! She 
simply shouldn’t talk! She ought to lie 
quietly—” 

“If you try to keep her from talkin’ when 
she wants to,” Asey said, “she’ll most likely 
suffer a terrible bad relapse. What was 
wrong, Jennie?” 

H E knew that she knew who the dead girl 
was, and that the shock of identification’ 
had been entirely genuine. He knew, too,: 
that she’d delayed what might be called her 1 
official coming-to until she’d got the situ-j 
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ation cleared up and straightened out in her 
mind. He couldn’t imagine what was coming, 
but he mentally braced himself for almost 
anything. 

“Get me up!” Jennie said. “And do stop 
pattin’ me like a dog—” 

“But you must lie there!” 

Jennie shook off the girl’s restraining 
hand and struggled up to a sitting position. 

“I’m not spendin’ any more time on this 
cold linoleum! Help me over to a chair, Asey. 
I feel like an awful old fool—but to have this 
happen, after the way I worked, and worked, 
and worked!” 

“You’ve had a tough day,” Asey said 
sympathetically, thinking of course that she 
was referring to her labors on behalf of the 
Women’s Club. “I hadn’t any business to 
spring the mess on you the way I did. I’m 
sorry. I shouldn’t, have—” 

He broke off under the force of Jennie’s 
baleful stare. 

“To think how I worked!” she shook her 
head sadly. “To think how hard I worked on 
you!” 

“On me?” 

“I never worked so hard on anybody in 
my born days as I worked to—” Jennie sud¬ 
denly closed her lips tightly together. 

The action puzzled Asey. He’d seen clams 
snap their shells together in much the same 
way, but. Jennie wasn’t particularly re¬ 
nowned for her clamlike tendencies. On the 
contrariwise. 

It was the presence of the blonde girl that 
was gagging her, he realized as Jennie turned 
to her with her lips curved up into a com¬ 
pany smile. 

“You’re Mrs. Peeling’s sister, aren’t you? 
I suppose she sent you to get that rosebud 
plate. But you tell her I’m goin’ to wait till 
mornin’ to take it back to her myself, will 
you? Because,” Jennie said brishtly, “I— 
uh—I’m goin’ to take her a little surprise 
on it. I’m sure it was real kind of you to 
help Asey look after me—men are so sort 
of stupid when anyone faints! It was real 
nice of you to take the time to bother, and 
thank you very, very much. That plate’ll get 
returned first thing in the mornin’, Miss Peel¬ 
ing.” 

It wasn’t. Asey thought, the sort of speech 
Jennie made very often. Her methods were 
ordinarily more direct. If she wanted to 
dismiss someone, she didn’t make any bones 
about it. 

But even though she continued to look 
brightly expectant, he knew she was annoyed 
when the girl made no move to depart. 

“I’m Mrs. Peeling’s sister, but my name 
is Cook,” she said. “Lois Cook. I’m afraid 
I don’t really know what you mean about 
a plate. With shame oozing from every pore, 


I have to confess I was returning Mr. Mayo’s 
jeep, which I stole, to put it baldly. Now I’ve 
returned it. I’m stranded. I could walk home, 
but it’s cold, and I really don’t know my 
way around these lanes at night—may I 
phone for the village taxi to come and get 
me? That is, if your phone’s working.” 

“Show her where the phone is, Asey!” 
Jennie said briskly, without even murmur¬ 
ing a polite suggestion that Asey drive her 
home. 

She carefully closed the door behind him 
when he returned alone to the kitchen. 

“I didn’t recognize that girl at first, and 
I didn’t want to say much while she was 
around. Oh, honest, I could cry when I think 
how hard I worked on you!” 

“What are you talkin’ about?” Asey de¬ 
manded. “Worked on me for what?” 

“To get rid of you, of course! To get you 
out of the way! To get you out of this house 
this afternoon, so you’d never see her! She 
was leavin’ town tomorrow, and didn’t know 
when she’d be back—in fact, she’d been 
thinkin’ serious of sellin’ her place here, and 
not cornin’ back at all! If you didn’t run 
into her here, this afternoon, the chances was 
you’d never meet her. Oh, oh, oh! How can 
such perfectly awful things happen!” 

“I don’t get any of this!” Asey thought he’d 
never seen such anguish on his cousin’s 
face. “Will you just go slow, an’ remember 
that I don’t even know yet who this girl 
was? Now tell me—who was—” 

“I didn’t worry a mite when she didn’t 
show up at the lawn fete.” Jennie went on 
mournfully. “I was almost glad she didn’t, 
though goodness knows we could have used 
any money she cared to spend!—it was really 
her I thought might fall for that little cherry 
table! I kept thinkin’ to myself that as long as 
she wasn’t here, anyway I wouldn’t have to 
be on pins and needles for fear you’d come 
larrupin’ back and run into her!” 

“Who,” Asey asked with firmness as she 
stopped for breath, “who was the gir—” 

“Well, all I can say is,” Jennie concluded 
in the bleakly resigned tones of a condemned 
woman, “this is one perfectly awful mess, 
and I hate to face it!” 

Asey nodded. “I came to that same con¬ 
clusion myself,” he informed her. “I told 
Hanson I washed my hands of it, when he 
asked me to help him. He’d have managed 
all right if I wasn’t here. He an’ Little Lord 
Fauntleroy—that Horner fellow—they can 
work it out between ’em. After my life with 
that cod line an’ the mud pack, I reminded 
myself I’d come home for a rest, an’ I mean 
to have one. So if it’s my part in this that’s 
worryin’ you, don’t worry any longer. Ex¬ 
cept for wantin’ to know who the girl is, I’m 
not botherin’ with this one. I’m sittin’ it out.” 
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“Is that so, Mister Codfish Sherlock?” 
Jennie inquired in her most withering tones. 
“Is that so? Well, let me tell you, this’s 
one you’re goin’ to sit in on, and quick! 
You’re goin’ to solve this one faster than 
you ever solved anything before in your life!” 

“What?” Asey stared at her. “What’s the 
matter with you? Why’ve I got to do any 
such thing? Look here, who was the girl? 
What’s all this to-do about, anyway?” 

“You didn’t recognize her, truly?” 

“Why, I thought there was somethin’ sort 
of familiar about her,” Asey started to fill his 
pipe, “but that’s all! Was she someone I used 
to know when she was a kid? One of that 
gang I used to give sailin’ lessons to at the 
club, years ago?” 

Jennie’s sigh sounded rather like a factory 
siren. 

“So you really don’t know! Asey. I almost 
can’t believe you, and I’m sure nobody else 
will! Oh, you know her! You must!” 

“I tell you I don’t!” Asey retorted. “1 
don’t know what all this mystery’s about! 
When I first saw her face, I’ll admit I had a 
feelin’ of havin’ known someone who looked 
like her. But what is there in that, I’d like to 
know, to make you stew around keepin’ me 
from her, all dramatic-like? Why should you 
swoon, all dramatic-like? What goes on? 
Who was she?” 

He strode across to the old iron match safe 
by the stove, impatiently jabbed a match 
against the worn piece of sandpaper tacked 
to the wall underneath it, and held the 
match up to the bowl of his pipe. 

“I s’pose.” Jennie said slowly, “that you 
remember King Tinsbury. don’t you?” 

She could see that the match was burning 
into the palm of Asev’s hand. But even 
though he was looking down at the flame, he 
didn’t seem to be aware of it. 

“Yes,” he said at last. “I remember him. 
What’s that got to do with this girl?” 

“Only that she was Ann Tinsbury, King’s 
daughter,” Jennie told him. “That’s all!” 

A SEY turned and tossed the charred match 
stem into the sink. 

“I’m very sorry for her.” he said. “She 
was a lovely lookin’ girl. I’m sure she never 
deserved what happened to her. But I’m still 
not sorry I told Hanson I wasn’t havin’ any¬ 
thing to do with this affair, an’ I still can’t 
imagine why you think I should. Tell me, 
whenever did King Tinsbury come back to 
town?” 

“Last spring. He died in August of a heart 
attack. I didn’t write you anything about it, 
because—well,” Jennie said with a shrug, 
“I thought I’d just wait and see. They told 
me he’d grown awful flighty and eccentric. 
Never stayed anywhere very long. They said 
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he had kind of a hobby of buyin’ big houses, 
changin’ em over, and then movin’ on to 
another. The way he switched the Callendar 
place around, you’d never recognize it!” 

“That old ark beyond the inlet? With all 
the porches an’ columns an’ balconies?” 

Jennie nodded. “He had all of ’em stripped 
off till it looks halfway between a cow bam 
and an old shoe. Ann was away when he 
died, but she came back last month. She 
was a nice girl. Asey. 1 liked her!” 

“She looked like a nice girl. I’m sure she 
was if you liked her.” 

He didn’t mean to sound perfunctory about 
it. Almost automatically, as Jennie launched 
into an enthusiastic discussion of Ann Tins¬ 
bury, he found himself figuring out the girl’s 
probable route from Callendar’s, beyond 
the inlet woods, to his own house and the 
lawn fete. 

He guessed that she would have taken 
that path from its very start. It should be no 
chore for Hanson to check up on her progress 
along it, considering the crowd on the shore. 

“So you see, she was in Europe when the 
war broke out, and all durin’ it.” Jennie 
was saying. “She worked with the Quakers, 
and the Red Cross, and other relief outfits. 
She was taken prisoner by the Italians, and 
got away, and she didn’t come home till 
she heard about her father—” she paused. 
“You look like you were thinkin’ hard. I 
hope you’ve stopped pretendin’ you don’t 
know why you got to solve this quick!” 

“I don’t.” 

Jennie clucked her tongue in exaspera¬ 
tion. “Oh, you must be puttin’ it on! Don’t 
tell me you've forgotten that night you beat 
King Tinsbury to a pulp, on Main Street, 
right in front of everybody? I remember! 
It’s the only time I ever saw you mad clear 
through—your face was still black when you 
came thunderin’ home here. Remember it, 
don’t you?” 

“Uh-huh. I remember.” Asey sat down at 
the kitchen table, teetered the chair back 
against the wall, and laughed softly. “I was 
sore, I guess!” 

“You guess! Can’t you remember what 
you said? You said you didn’t want to hear 
of King Tinsbury or think about him again, 
and never to mention his name in your 
presence!” 

“Golly, did I? I was pretty good an’ sore,” 
Asey said reminiscently. “Yessiree, I was 
mad! He’d swiped some of old Cap’n Por¬ 
ter’s blueprints, an’ beat us to a couple of 
patents that was goin’ to ruin the Porter 
Company overnight. An’ there wasn’t a thing 
we could try to do to him legal that wouldn’t 
have taken so much time we’d have been 
sunk durin’ it. ’Course, what riled me most 
was that he’d swiped them things from me!” 
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“I never thought it was your fault!” Jen¬ 
nie protested. “How was you to know what 
he was up to?” 

“I didn’t, but I’d ought to have guessed. 
I’ll never forget the next month, with Porter 
an’ old Mack an’ the rest of us workin’ like 
dogs! But when we got through, we had a 
new Porter engine no one’s been able to 
beat in the thirty-odd years since.” He 
chuckled. “Yessir, I’ll always remember 
that month, but I’d almost forgotten that 
fight with King.” 

“Maybe you have,” Jennie said sharply, 
“but no one else around this town ever has, 
or ever will!” 

“Oh, sure they have! They forgot it just 
as soon as they had somethin’ else to talk 
about,” Asey said. “Like some other cake 
sale or lawn fete, or somebody’s paintin’ a 
picket fence a different color. Why, no one 
ever mentioned a word about that fight to me 
afterwards!” 

“Who’d have dared to?” Jennie demanded. 
“Nobody! Not after you’d ordered ’em not 
to, in your worst quarter-deck bellow! But 
you know,” she added, “you did say if you 
ever saw King Tinsbury in this town again, 
you’d kill him! You stood there on Main 
Street and yelled it out at the top of your 
lungs!” 

“I’m sure I did,” Asey returned. “I bet I 
meant every syllable of it, too. But what’s 
that old story got to do with King’s daugh¬ 
ter?” 

“You didn’t just stop with threatening 
King, Asey Mayo, and you know it! You 
covered a lot of territory. You said you’d 
kill him, or—” she hesitated. “Well, you 
said it! You said him, or any of his family!” 

“Now see here, Jennie!” Asey stopped 
teetering his chair, and sat up very straight 
at the table. “Just because I let go at some¬ 
one in the heat of anger thirty years ago, or 
more—why. I don’t suppose I’ve thought 
of King Tinsbury a dozen times since! I 
been too busy! Besides, the way things 
worked out, King really done Porter Motors 
a great favor!” 

“That so? Hm. Best friend Porter Motors 
ever had, I s’pose,” Jennie remarked with 
irony. “Best friend you ever had. Love 
birds, that’s what!” 

“Of course we thought the world was lost 
when we found out what King’d done!” Asey 
said. “Sure we did. But it turned out that 
our world had been awful small, an’ that 
there was a lot more beyond it than we’d 
ever dreamed of till King forced our eyes 
open. Maybe I did threaten him, an’ his 
children, an’ his sisters, an’ his cousins, an’ 
his aunts, an’ all his dogs an’ cats, too. But 
you certainly can’t think that means I had 
anything to do with his daughter bein’ 


killed today!” 

"I don’t, no! Only the minute those 
women saw you this afternoon, when we was 
streamin’ up from the boathouse, two of ’em 
behind me said, “Oh, oh, what’ll we do! And 
Ann Tinsbury’s cornin’!’ ” 

“That’s just plain silly,” Asey said. “What 
I may have threatened him with never both¬ 
ered King Tinsbury—I never happened to 
see him afterwards, but he often ran into 
the Porter family. D’you think if he’d taken 
me seriously, he’d have come back here, 
ever?” 

“I know he left town the night of that 
fight,” Jennie said. “And when he come back 
last spring, he had watchdogs with him, and 
two chauffeurs—big bruisers with cauliflower 
ears. Nobody ever called ’em bodyguards, 
but they were, all the same. Yes, yes, I 
know,” she went on quickly as Asey started 
to speak, “you been away a lot. You’ve done 
so many filings and seen so many people, 
you’ve got a different slant on all this busi¬ 
ness. P’r’aps you have almost forgotten it. 
Only other folks around here haven’t. They 
remember!” 

“An’ supposin’ they do? What of it?” Asey 
wanted to know. 

“They’ll go trottin’ off and tell Hanson. 
Then it’ll get into the newspapers. That’s 
what of it!” 

“Huh,” Asey said with a chuckle, “it’d be 
a field day for ’em, wouldn’t it? ‘unexpected 

RETURN OF CODFISH SHERLOCK RESULTS IN MUR¬ 
DER OF OLD ENEMY’S BEAUTIFUL DAUGHTER.’ 
‘NATIVES RECALL mayo’s DIRE THREATS TO TINS- 
BURY FAMILY.’ ‘HAYSEED SLEUTH CLAIMS HE 
WAS ONLY HUNTING BLINDS IN MURDER WOODS.’ 
‘REELING COD LINE ON ROSEBUD PLATE’—now I 
wonder if the papers could make anythin’ 
out of that cod line? Might be worth lettin’ 
’em loose to find out!” 

“What’d you do with the plate, anyway?” 
Jennie asked. 

“As long as it was in my possession, I took 
splendid care of it. Where it is now, I 
wouldn’t know. Jennie, you know I had 
nothin’ to do with the death of the Tinsbury 
girl, don’t you?” 

“Yes, of course I know it! So will most 
everyone else know it, too, except for a few 
gossips. Now, I know you don’t care two 
figs about gossip or headlines. Usually I 
don’t think they matter much, either. But 
right now they do. The real reason you got 
to solve this is that if you don’t, people will 
always whisper that it was because you killed 
Ann, yourself. That’s the truth, and you 
know it in your heart, don’t you? You 
might’s well admit it. You got to sooner or 
later!” 

Asey didn’t admit it, but he couldn’t deny 
it 
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“It’s silly!” he said. “Hang it, Jennie, it 
isn’t rational! It isn’t sensible!” 

“Lots of things are silly and senseless, but 
they happen just the same!” Jennie returned. 
“Think of me faintin’! I kept tellin’ myself 
it wouldn’t turn out to be Ann that you’d 
stumbled on, but some other girl—goodness 
gracious, I forgot all about—” she nodded 
her head toward the dining-room door, and 
went through an elaborate r>an+<vn'rie of 
telephoning, ‘'her!” 

“So’d I,” Asey said. 

“Seems to me she’s been an awful long 
while!” Jennie whispered. “It shouldn’t take 
her most fifteen minutes just to call ibc taxi! 
Hm! Hm, I wonder!” 

r lNNIE tiptoed over to the dining-room 
door and jerked it open quickly. 

Then, with a look of disappointment on 
her face, she gently closed it again. 

“I wondered if she mightn’t be listenin’, ” 
she said in a low voice, “but she’s still sit- 
tin’ at the phone! Must be she’s waitin’ for 
the taxi to come back from somewheres, or 
else she’s callin’ one long distance from Bos¬ 
ton! Don’t say too much in front of her, 
Asey. Her sister was far from bein’ a friend 
of Ann’s. I got a lot of ideas about Mrs. 
Peeling that we’re goin’ to look into after 
we get this Cook girl out of the way. She 
seems pleasant enough—what’d she mean by 
sayin’ she stole—” 

Jennie broke off as the door opened, and 
the girl came hesitantly back into the 
kitchen. 

“We was beginnin’ to wonder if you’d got 
lost,” Asey told her with a smile. 

“I am, actually. At least, I’m sunk. I can’t 
get the taxi. I can’t reach my sister any¬ 
where, either. Or Brian—that’s Brian Le- 
moyne—he’s working with her on some ma¬ 
terial. I’ve tried simply everywhere they’re 
likely to be, and where the phones are work¬ 
ing. I’ll have to walk.” She fumbled at the 
diagonal zipper opening of her windbreaker. 
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“It really isn’t too cold. Did Ann—I mean, 
is it actually true about Ann Tinsbury?" 

“How’d you find out about her?” Jennie 
demanded. 

“The phone operator said that was why I 
couldn’t get the taxi—she told me it’d been 
commandeered as an ambulance. For Ann.” 
Her fingers worked away nervously at the 
zipper. “The operator knew I was calling 
from here, of course, and she asked me what 
I’d heard about—about everything.” 

“Were you a friend of Ann Tinsbury’s?” 

As Asey asked the casual question, he 
asked himself what else the phone operator 
had told Miss Cook. The girl was restless, 
fidgety, ill at ease. While she’d looked at 
him before with open interest and frank 
curiosity, she was now very definitely avoid¬ 
ing his eye. 

“We went to school together years ago, in 
Chicago. But I haven’t seen very much of 
her since I’ve been here in town with my 
sister. Ann and Maggie didn’t—” she stopped 
working at the zipper and reached for a 
package of cigarettes in the sidepocket of 
her windbreaker. “Ann and Maggie moved 
in different groups. Maggie’s more social, 
and less of a girl for causes. Ann was always 
going at things. Like her father. Did you,” 
for the first time since she’d returned to the 
kitchen, Lois Cook turned and looked 
squarely at Asey, “did you ever happen to 
know King Tinsbury, Mr. Mayo?” 

The challenge in that look and in her voice 
made Asey instantly realize that everything 
Jennie had been saying to him was the bit¬ 
ter truth. Already this girl had been told of 
the old Tinsbury fight, and of his threats to 
the whole Tinsbury family. That was what 
had made the noticeable difference in her 
attitude! 

“Have a cookie!” Jennie said quickly. 
“Have a cookie—oh, I forgot! We sold ’em 
all. Well, suppose you wait till I get Asey 
a cup of coffee, and then I’ll drive you home 
[Turn pagej 


Backache,LegPainsMay Be Danger Sign 

Of Tired Kidneys 


If backache and leg pain9 are making you 
miserable, don’t just complain and do nothing 
about them. Nature may be warning you that 
your kidneys need attention. 

The kidneys are Nature’s chief way of taking 
excess acids and poisonous waste out of the 
blood. They help most people pass about 3 
pints a day. 

If the 15 miles of kidney tubes and filters 
don’t work well, poisonous waste matter stays 
in the blood. These poisons may start nagging 
backaches, rheumatic pains, leg pains, loss of 


pep and energy, getting up nights, swelling, 
puffiness under the eyes, headaches and dizzi¬ 
ness. Frequent or scanty passages with 
smarting and burning sometimes shows there 
is something wrong with your kidneys or 
bladder. 

Don’t wait! Ask your druggist for Doan's 
Pills, a stimulant diuretic, used successfully 
by millions for over 40 years. Doan’s give 
happy relief and will help the 15 miles of 
kidney tubes flush out poisonous waste from 
the blood. Get Doan’s Pills. (Adv.) 
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myself, in my car. 

“Oh, no, thanks—I’ll walk! A walk’ll do 
me good. I don’t get enough exercise.” Lois 
was edging her way to the door. “And while 
I don’t like to sound like your grandmother 
or anything, you know you’re supposed to 
take things easy after what befell you! You 
shouldn’t even think of driving!” 

“Never havin’ fainted before, I can’t be 
expected to know what Mrs. Post thinks is 
proper,” Jennie retorted. “I’m drivin’ you. 
Asey can’t. He’s goin’ to be too busy—you 
are, aren’t you?” 

Asey grinned. 

“Sort of begins to look like maybe perhaps 
I am,” he said. “I still think it’s silly—but 
you win, cousin! I’ve got the point now!” 

“Well, thank goodness you’ve made up 
your mind at last, an’ that’s all settled! Now 
we can speak a little more free, Miss Cook, 
because Asey’ll have all this mess cleared 
right up in jig time. Yes, he knew King 
Tinsbury—and no matter what that gossipy 
little Eldredge chit told you over the phone, 
Asey never killed Ann! Why think of it! 
It’s—it’s—why it’s just plain silly! So do 
stop shrinkin’ around so, and sit down, and 
relax! I’ll drive you home as soon’s I’ve fed 
him. He isn’t any old murderer, an’ you 
don’t have to run away from him like a 
scared little rabbit!” 

“I wasn’t!” Lois’s face was scarlet with 
embarrassment. “Truly! I didn’t believe her, 
anyway, really I didn’t! Except she swore 
she’d just been talking with some state police 
officer, and she’d got the story straight from 
him! Otherwise I wouldn’t—” she stopped as 
Asey started to laugh. “Oh, you’ve got me 
all mixed up, and I’m saying all the wrong 
things!” 

“See, Asey?” Jennie said in triumph. “Al¬ 
ready! It’s just like I told you it’d be—wasn’t 
any talk of arrestin’ him, was there?” she 
asked Lois interestedly. “How far’ve they 
got?” 

“Well,” Lois wet her lips, “well—” 

“Oh, go on, go on!” Jennie said. “Don’t 
try to break it to us easy! What’s the story?” 

“Well, Myrna said there was some talk of 
the police finding a lobster pot buoy with 
Mr. Mayo’s name on it, over in the woods 
quite near where Ann was found. They 
drought that it might have been used to hit 
her with.” 

“Good for Hanson!” Asey said approvingly. 
“I suggested he borrow some repair crew’s 
floodlights so’s he could see his way around 
to do a little scourin’ of the vicinity right 
away. I’m glad he got goin’. A lobster pot 
buoy’s a handy thing—at least, mine are. 
Just about the right weight, too, I’d say. 
An’ it fits in fine with what Hanson knows 
of my movements. He could figger I’d picked 


the buoy up on the beach, an’ was carryin’ 
it convenient in my hand. Uh-huh, that’s 
good! No talk about arrestin’ me, though?” 

Lois shook her head. 

“Myrna didn’t say anything about it to me. 
How—oh, how can you sit there, so—so—so 
unconcerned, and so—so—” 

“Callous?” Asey suggested as he teetered 
back in his chair. “Wa-el, for years I’ve 
gone around blandly sayin’ that a genuinely 
innocent man doesn’t need to have any wor¬ 
ries, an’ now it seems like I been right. Jen¬ 
nie. I’d like some eggs to go with that cof¬ 
fee, please. An’ some toast. An’ I do wish 
you could have managed to hide out just one 
turnover!” 

“It is a pity—you’ll just have to smear jam 
on your toast an’ pretend it’s dessert! If— 
why, I know what!” Jennie said suddenly. 
“That puddin’! There won’t be time to 
steam it up proper, but even cold it’ll be 
better than nothin’ at all! And there’s some 
leftover hard sauce in the pantry, too. Yes, 
that’s what we’ll do, we’ll have that pud—” 

She paused in front of the electric refriger¬ 
ator, got up on tiptoe, reached up both hands, 
and then turned around. 

“What did you do with it, Asey?” 

“Do with what?” 

“The puddin’, of course!” 

“I didn’t,” Asey said. “Never saw it.” 

“Did you take it?” Jennie asked Lois. 

“No, I didn’t see it, either. Was it up on 
top of the refrigerator?” 

“It certainly was! I put it there myself a 
few minutes before you come home just 
now, Asey! With my own two hands, I put 
it up there—it had her name on it!” 

“Whose name?” Asey inquired. 

“Ann’s. She’d ordered it. Now who, I’d 
like to know, who’s stolen Ann Tinsbury’s 
puddin’?” 

CHAPTER V 

“SURE you didn’t put it 
somewhere else?” Asey 
suggested. 

“I guess I’m old enough 
to know where I put things! 
While you were takin’ your 
bath, don’t you remember 
I told you the only thing 
we had left from the sale 
was a puddin’? Not five 
minutes before then, I’d 
taken it off the parlor table and brought it 
out here, and put it up on top of this refrig¬ 
erator!” 

“Huh!” Asey said. “What kind of a pud¬ 
din’ was it, anyway?” 

“Why d’you ask a foolish thing like that? 
What goes with hard sauce?” Jennie said 
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impatiently. 

“In my present state of hunger, I could 
eat pine-board puddin’ with hard sauce,” 
Asey said, “an’ enjoy it fine. What I was 
gettin’ at when I asked what kind of puddin’ 
—was it portable?” 

“I never heard of a portable puddin!” 
Jennie said with a sniff. “Cottage, yes. Por¬ 
table, no! Why, it was a plum puddin’, of 
course, Asey!” As an afterthought, she non¬ 
chalantly added, “Square.” 

“Square what?” 

“Just square, that’s all! A square-shaped 
puddin’. It’d been cooked in one of those 
crazy new glass things. A square-glass 
steamer.” 

“A square pudding!” Lois gave a little 
laugh. “Somehow I can’t visualize it! Some¬ 
how a plum pudding ought to be round! 
What did it look like?” 

“It looked like a round plum puddin’,” 
Jennie told her, “only it was square! It had 
a sprig of artificial holly on the top of it, an’ 
it was in the square-glass steamer, just the 
way it’d been cooked. And I put it up on 
this refrigerator myself, and I can’t see where 
—what’re you laughin’ so for, Asey?” 

“Just thinkin’, if you’d only told me the 
one thing you had left over from your sale 
was a square plum puddin’, I’d have wanted 
to see it right away. Huh. A square pud¬ 
din’! It sort of grows on you,” Asey said 
thoughtfully. “If people have started to make 
square puddin’s, the next step ought to be 
square pies.” 

“It’s probably something that’ll creep up 
on us in the new plastic era,” Lois said, and 
giggled. “Every time you say something’s 
pie-shaped, you’ll have to qualify it, and 
explain in parentheses whether you mean 
that it’s wedge-shaped, like old-fashioned 
pie, or oblong in the modern manner. Oh, I 
wish so that I could have seen it! I still can’t 
picture a square plum pudding in my mind’s 
eye—what did it really look like?” 

“It looked just as crazy as your old square 
pies would look!” Jennie answered tartly. 
“What I want to know is, where’s it gone to? 
That sprig of holly certainly didn’t sprout 
legs and walk the puddin’ out of this kitchen 
all by itself! Where is it?” 

“I don’t know, but I bet our prowler does,” 
Asey said. “That’s why I asked you if it was 
portable—no prowler or anyone else could’ve 
made off very easy with a drippy puddin’, or 
even a half-drippy one. Or an awful gooey 
one, like that date job you sometimes turn 
out, Jennie. It’d have to have some substance 
to get carted off without leavin’ a trail, so to 
speak. Plum in a glass container would be a 
cinch. An’ it fits in with what I was thinkin’, 
too. Person came in here first, swiped it—” 

“What for?” Jennie interrupted. 


37 

“Wa-el,” Asey said, “I s’pose you might 
guess he just had an overpowerin’ desire to 
possess a square plum puddin’ for his very 
own. When he heard you an’ me cornin’ 
down the stairs, he slipped into the shed, an’ 
then when you fainted, he beat it out by the 
shed door, bearin’ the square puddin’ in his 
hot little hand.” 

He instinctively looked at Lois. 

So did Jennie. 

“Don’t stare at me!” she said. “I wasn’t 
your prowler! I wasn’t in your shed! I 
didn’t take it! I never suspected that a square 
plum pudding existed ! I can’t understand 
why Ann Tinsbury should even think of or¬ 
dering a square plum pudding! The idea 
never would have entered my head, and I’ve 
thought up some very interesting and un¬ 
usual things in my time! Why did she order 
a square one?” 

“She didn’t,” Jennie said promptly. “That 
is, when I asked her if there was anything 
she might like to have cooked to order at 
the cake sale, she said yes, a plum puddin’, 
She didn’t say square. It just turned out to 
he square!” 

“More important than why she wanted it, 
square or normal,” Asey said, “who made it 
for her?” 

Jennie shrugged. 

“Goodness knows! We got lists of things 
people wanted, and passed the lists around— 
the clubrmembers checked off whatever they 
was willin’ to make and donate. Then they 
brought the stuff here this mornin’.” 

“But you wouldn’t know which person 
brought what thing?” Asey asked. 

“I can’t see that it matters much,” Jennie 
answered. “I remember someone lookin' at 
the puddin’ and sayin’ ‘Here’s a plum!’, and 
I said to put Ann Tinsbury’s name on it, it 
was for her. We were so busy, we didn’t 
have time to go into its squareness much. 
Why would anyone want to steal it now?” 

“It opens up some wide an’ sort of in¬ 
triguin’ fields of speculation,” Asey said. 
“First thing that occurs to me is that sud¬ 
denly, someone didn’t want it to be here any 
more.” 

“I don’t like to carp over your choice of 
words,” Lois remarked, “but I don’t think 
that’s particularly intriguing. I mean, it’s 
obvious, isn’t it?” 

Asey grinned. 

“I find it kind of excitin’,” he said. “Look, 
from the crack of dawn, that puddki’s sittin’ 
here with Ann Tinsbury’s name on it. What 
with all those women millin’ around here, 
anyone could have swiped it any time with¬ 
out arousin’ a mite of suspicion. Only no 
one laid hands on it. In short, as long as Ann 
Tinsbury was expected to buy that puddin’, 
everythin’ was fine. That right?” 
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“Why, yes, I suppose so.” 

“Okay. But—Ann Tinsbury is dead. She’s 
never goin’ to get her square puddin’ now. 
An’ all of a sudden it’s terrible important 
to someone to take that puddin’ away from 
here, even though a child would know there’s 
people here in the house, an’ they’re runnin’ 
a fine chance of bein’ caught an’ found out. 
If Jennie hadn’t fainted just when she did, 
I’d of had ’em by the tail, too.” 

“But what does it all add up to?” Lois 
wanted to know. 

“That’s the intriguin’ part,” Asey said, “an’ 
somethin’ I mean to find out—oh-oh, Jennie! 
I kind of been waitin’ for this! I just seen 
the sweep of a couple sets of car lights down 
at the foot of the lane—then they got doused 
quick at the turn!” 

“Hanson, I s’pose. What’re you goin’ to 
do?” 

“I’m not quite sure,” Asey said. “If he’s 
dousin’ his lights there, he’s probably plan- 
nin’ to creep up on us like red Indians—off¬ 
hand, I’d guess that the lobster pot buoy’s 
most likely gone to his head. You got your 
car keys handy?” 

J ENNIE picked a key ring off a hook by the 
door, and tossed it at him. “Leavin’? 
Where you goin’?” 

“I think only as far as the shed, at first,” 
Asey said. “I want to find out what’s goin’ 
on. See how much you can worm out of 
him. I’ll listen a while.” 

“What’ll we do with her?” Jennie nodded 
toward Lois. “I wonder if she—no, I don’t 
think she’d better stay here with me. She’s 
not very good at dissemblin’. I knew right 
off she’d been told that old Tinsbury fight 
business over the phone. You’ll just have to 
take her, Asey.” 

“But I don’t want—that is,” Asey amended, 
“I don’t think she’d better trail along with 
me! I—” 

“Oh, take her as far as the shed! If you 
have to rush off, just leave her there,” Jennie 
said. 

“Oh, yes, indeed, just leave me anywhere!” 
Lois added with irony. “In the shed, or may¬ 
be you could drop me off in a pond or a 
swamp or something! Pouf, who cares about 
Lois?” 

“She can stay in the shed. I’ll see to her,” 
Jennie said. “Go on, hurry! I want to get 
your dishes out of the way, an’ even if Han¬ 
son’s walkin’ all the way up the lane, you 
haven’t got exactly forever!” 

Asey and Lois ducked into the shed as 
Jennie tied a ruffled apron around her ample 
figure with the air of a knight donning ar¬ 
mor. 

The sound of the kitchen door opening 
abruptly a few minutes later was clearly 


audible out in the shed. 

So was Jennie’s snort of indignation. 

“Well for goodness’ sakes, Hanson, how 
you scared me! Don’t you knock any more? 
What’s got into you state cops lately, any¬ 
way? Only yesterday, one of your troopers 
slatted out of the Winnicutt Road onto the 
main highway at ninety miles an hour, an’ 
the only reason he didn’t smash me and my 
car to smithereens was that I’d seen him 
cornin’, mercifully, an’ pulled off onto the 
shoulder—no, no, don’t interrupt me! Just 
you listen! It’s high time someone told you 
how your precious men act! So when he 
finally slewed to a stop, I said—” 

Asey leaned back against the shed wall and 
listened with amusement as Jennie launched 
into a detailed monologue which he felt sure 
was sheer improvisation from beginning to 
end. 

She never gave Hanson a chance to slip a 
word in edgewise, and when she got through, 
she had him at the disadvantage of being 
on the defensive. 

Furthermore, she airily brushed aside his 
attempted explanations. 

“Don’t bother apologizin’! After all, what’s 
done’s done! I don’t suppose you got time to 
teach manners or courtesy if you haven’t got 
time to knock before bargin’ into someone’s 
kitchen like an old storm-trooper! For good¬ 
ness’ sakes, what did you want?” 

Asey grinned. 

He knew by the way Hanson started sev¬ 
eral spluttering retorts that he was well on 
the way toward losing his temper. Once Jen¬ 
nie succeeded in making him boil over, he’d 
pour out everything—all he knew, all he’d 
guessed, and all he was planning. 

“I wanted Asey!” Hanson said. “I still 
want him, too! Don’t pretend he isn’t here! 
And don’t think you’re helping him get away 
by all this talk, either! I got men stationed 
outside, I got—” 

“Wait a moment, now!” 

Asey pricked up his ears. That was the 
voice of young Dr. Horner! 

“Before Hanson gets started, Mrs. Mayo, I 
want to speak my piece! I’m Dr. Cummings’ 
nephew, and of course I’ve heard all about 
you and Asey. I want you to know that I 
disagree entirely with Hanson. I’m against 
his coming here this way, and I think he’s 
got off on the wrong foot and the wrong 
track! If he wants to make a fool of him¬ 
self, that’s his affair. But I don’t think Asey 
Mayo had any more to do with this Tinsbury 
murder than the man in the moon, and I 
want to go on record at the start as having 
said so! It’s idiotic nonsense!” 

At that, Hanson boiled over. In a voice 
seething with anger, he announced that 
there were five reasons why he intended to 
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hold Mayo. Asey could picture him ticking 
them off on his fingers. 

First, Hanson said, Mayo was there at the 
scene of the murder between two and three 
o’clock, during the time when the girl had 
been killed. 

Second, Mayo had a motive. Hadn’t four 
people already volunteered the information 
that Asey threatened to kill King Tinsbury 
or any of his family, if he ever found them 
in town after that row over Porter patents? 

Third, Mayo’s lobster pot buoy had been 
found in the vicinity of the body. 

Fourth—and Asey raised his eyebrows at 
this tidbit of news—one of the girl’s curly 
brown hairs was caught on the rounded end 
of that, same buoy. 

“Fifth and finally,” Hanson almost shouted, 
“didn’t you just see Jameson prove it was 
her hair caught on it? Well, then, Mayo’s 
buoy was the weapon used!” 

“I’m not questioning your expert’s opin¬ 
ion,” Horner said quietly. “After seeing the 
evidence he’s gathered on your looter with 
his microscopes and his tweezers and all, I’d 
never dream of questioning him on anything. 
I think she was killed by a blow from the 
buoy. I agree with all your points, but I 
don’t think they prove anything at all, least 
of all Mayo’s guilt. If he hadn’t told you this 
was a murder, you’d never have known. To 
be honest, neither would I. This isn’t my 
line—and he certainly kept me from sticking 
my neck out! Be reasonable, why in God’s 
name would he have brought the matter up 
at all, if he actually had killed this girl?” 

Hanson said there were at least five mor* 
reasons for that. 

M AYO was clever, he said. Mayo knew 
that if the girl were found dead directly 
after his return, there’d be some talk. So 
Mayo took the initiative, called it murder. 
But Mayo had refused to help, hadn’t he? 
And from the start, Mayo had tried to con¬ 
fuse them by lousing up a lot of crazy details. 

“He said the girl’d been placed there on 
the path, didn’t he, and to see if we could 
find any possible weapon near her. All right, 
so we find the buoy. Why? Because Mayo 
left it there to confuse us, so we’d ask our¬ 
selves if it was there because she was killed 
there, or if the buoy was a plant. And all 
that stuff about cod line!” Hanson went on. 
“Cod line, and a plate of tarts or something! 
And about him being chased by some guy 
while he was chasing some other guy! And 
getting thrown into a mudhole—what’s the 
matter with you?” 

“Mean me? I just laughed,” Jennie said. 
“Well, I laughed at that, too! In a pig’s 
eye anyone ever threw Asey Mayo into a 
mudhole!” 
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“You certainly can’t say he hadn’t been in 
one!” Jennie returned. 

“Then he jumped in. Probably he’s trying 
to work it up into some sort of an alibi or 
something. And last of all, Horner, didn’t 
Ann Tinsbury tell her uncle she was going 
to meet one of the Mayo family? Didn’t 
Kemper Steward say she made some crack 
about whatever would her father say if he 
knew who she was going to see?” 

“She meant me,” Jennie said. “She was 
cornin’ here to the cake sale and lawn fete. 
And she was cornin’ to get a square plum 
puddin’ she’d ordered.” 

“My God.” Hanson said, “you’re worse 
than Asey with his miles of cod line and his 
mudholes! Now look, no more stalling, I 
want to know—” 

“I still think I’d wait if I were you,” Hor¬ 
ner said. “Physiologically speaking, you’re 
going to be at a bad disadvantage if you 
meet Mayo in your present overexcited state. 
You really ought to go home and go to bed, 
and start in fresh in the morning. Why 
not—” 

“You’re as bad as Cummings! That’s what 
he’d say!” 

“Good!” Horner returned. “I take that as 
a compliment. Hanson. I’m not good at tick¬ 
ing reasons off on my fingers, but I still think 
Asey never would have brought this affair 
to your attention if he’d killed her. I think 
that anyone’s lobster pot buoy might be any¬ 
where, from what I’ve seen of your hurri¬ 
cane debris. I think anyone might have 
picked it up anywhere, used it to kill the 
girl, and tossed it away anywhere. That old 
Tinsbury threat angle is just so much tosh?* 

“Yeah?” 

“It is. You don’t kill someone for some¬ 
thing that happened thirty-odd years ago. 
You kill them for something that just hap¬ 
pened. or something that will happen very 
soon, or something that is happening right 
now. While you’re busy shooting the breeze— 
I mean.” Horner said quickly, “while you’re 
fiddling around here, Rome is doubtless 
burning. Your real murderer is probably 
leisurely leaving town, after having care¬ 
fully destroyed every shred of evidence 
against himself, and having had time enough 
to build up his alibis with concrete, and let 
’em harden. In a word, Lootnint, you’re just 
giving this to someone on a silver platter!” 

“Oh, the movies!” Hanson said. “That’s 
the trouble with all you people that aren’t 
in this business, you go to the movies too 
much. So all cops are dumb clucks, and let 
murderers slip out of their fingers? Yeah! 
You and Kdward G. Robinson both! Jennie, 
where is Asey?” 

“Well, Mister Tracy—” 

“How’s that?” Hanson demanded- 
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“You mean I can call you Dick?” Jennie 
said. “Well, Dick, I’ll tell you. Asey’s in¬ 
side the icebox. You open it up, an’ he’ll 
put the light on for you! Goodness knows 
if he’s as clever an’ diabolical-like as you 
seem to think, that’s the only place he could 
be, an’ the only thing he could be doin’!” 

“All right, all right, I’ll find him then! He 
can’t get away. I got men all over the place 
—all over! Covering the doors, and your car. 
and his jeep that he’d left down at the end 
of the lane so carefully, so he could sneak 
down and make a quick getaway in it—he’s 
there!” he said suddenly. “Out in the shed! 
.1 heard a noise there!” 

“Pooh!” Jennie said. “If you heard any¬ 
thing, you heard the cat!” 

“He couldn’t be that near,” Horner chimed 
in. “He’d have split his sides laughing long 
before this, if he’d been listening to you! I 
bet he isn’t there!” 

The shed door was shoved open quickly, 
the light was jerked on, and the slim, boyish 
figure of young Dr. Horner stood outlined 
against the background of the kitchen. 

“He’s not here!” Horner looked Asey in 
the face, winked, and jerked the light off. 
“I knew he couldn’t have been this near— 
what are those ghastly brown fish speared 
on that stick, Mrs. Mayo?” 

“Hangin’ from the rafter? They’re smoked 
herrin’,” Jennie said. “You drop by here for 
breakfast one mornin’, an’ I’ll have some for 
you. You’ll like ’em.” 

“I wouldn’t taste one of the hideous things 
for love or money!” There was a key point¬ 
ing at him from Horner’s hand, Asey saw, as 
Horner slowly drew the door to. Making a 
long stretch, he reached out and took it. “But 
I’d love to see somebody eat one,” he went 
on. “What d’you take afterwards for a 
chaser?” 

“Asey’s somewhere around this house!” 
Hanson said. “And I’m going to find him. 
And hold him!—no matter what any of you 
say!” 

“All right, let’s hunt if you want to,” Jen¬ 
nie said agreeably. “I’ll take all the jars down 
from the preserve closet so’s you can peek 
behind ’em, an’ we’ll sniff at the mothballs 
under Uncle Ben’s Rough Rider suit up in 
the bottom of the attic trunk. Come along— 
I’m not goin’ to let anyone say I’m not co¬ 
operative, I’m sure!” 

The decisive clump of her footsteps led 
the others on into the dining room. 

“What do we do now?” Lois whispered 
to Asey. “Weren’t you afraid when that door 
opened? I shook!” 

“Nope, I know the sound of Hanson’s heels 
—give me your hand, an’ watch your step 
careful. I don’t think I better leave you 
here after all. Hanson might arrest you as an 


accessory, the way he’s feelin’!” 

“But where are we going? How can we 
get out? He said the place was surrounded!” 

“I think that talk was all bluff. I know 
he’s shorthanded, an’ he’s too busy with his 
hurricane lootin’ problems an’ such to have 
many men available—step careful, there’s 
kindlin’ all over. Probably there’s one out¬ 
side here, an’ one down by where they left 
the cars. Slow, now. Let me take a peek, 
You stay right here by the door.” 

A moment later, he slipped back inside the 
shed. 

“Doggone it, there’s two of ’em out in 
the yard! Huh! Could you maybe dissemble 
some, d’you think?” 

“I dissemble beautifully! I—” 

“Not so loud!” 

“I’m good! Only I wasn’t ever called on 
before,” Lois whispered, “to dissemble after 
just being told my host was probably a mur¬ 
derer, that’s all! The next time, I’ll knock 
you in the aisle!” 

“Okay. You’re young Dr. Kildare’s beau¬ 
tiful pro-tem assistant, then,” Asey said. 
“March out to that pair of cops, an’ say 
Dr. Horner dropped his stethoscope case 
cornin’ up the lane an’ wants ’em to help 
you find it. Hunt your way down to the 
cars, see if there’s a cop there, an’ get him to 
help you. Start ’em all back towards here, 
see, then say you’re goin’ to have a look 
inside his car, an’ kind of run eager back to 
it—you want Dr. Cumming’s car, mind!” 

“I know it.” 

“Good. Run back to it an’ hop in. I’ll take 
you from there.” 

He could hear Lois chatting brightly with 
the troopers on the lane as he circled around 
it, and them, a few minutes later. 

Standing well in the shadow of the bushes, 
he nodded approvingly at her glib explana¬ 
tion to the cop guarding the cars, who frank¬ 
ly didn’t see much sense in the stethoscope 
hunt, and said so. 

“Dr. Horner said he’d carried that case 
through five major engagements and twelve 
landings, and he certainly wasn’t going to 
lose it now on a Cape Cod lane! Why, it’s 
got a hole in it from a Jap bullet!” 

“Oh, well, all right. Let’s hunt for it, 
then!” 

Asey was waiting at the wheel of Cum¬ 
mings’ car when Lois finally dashed down 
the lane, alone, and threw herself into the 
front seat. “That last cop’s a toughie,” she 
said breathlessly as the sedan started off, 
without headlights. “He didn’t fall for the 
case stuff at all. He was right on my heels— 
how can you see?” 

“Instinct.” Asey’s foot bore down on the 
accelerator. “I wish I’d dared take Junior— 
[Turn to page 42] 
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apart. Hold on tight, now! 

He swerved off onto the main tarred road, 
within a few yards made a hairpin turn 
back on another lane, and then stopped the 
car 

CHAPTER VI 

“WHAT for?” Lois demand¬ 
ed. “What’re you stopping 
here for? Listen—they’ve 
already started after us!” 

“Uh-huh, I thought most 
likely they would. We’ll see 
where they go,” Asey said, 
“an’ then we’ll go the other 
way, Miss Cook—” 

“Oh, call me Lois! After 
all, at this point we’re prac¬ 
tically old—look! Look, there they go now 
—what’re they batting off that way at such 
a clip for? What made ’em pick that direc¬ 
tion?” 

“They’ve caught the lights of some other 
car beyond Snow’s house,” Asey said. “See 
the glow there? Huh. They ought to catch 
up with ’em by the reverse curve, I’d say, 
an’ then they’ll buzz all over this section. 
Then they’ll go back for Hanson, an’ buzz 
around all over again some more with him. 
I guess maybe we’d better stick to back 
roads for a spell. You hang on tight, because 
you’re goin’ to get bounced around good an’ 
plenty!” 

“What else happens to me?” Lois inquired. 
''If I’m caught with you, I mean.” 

Asey chuckled. 

“You’ll get twelve dazzlin’ offers from 
Hollywood agents, after the next day’s pa¬ 
pers, an’ twelve mail sacks full of proposals 
of one sort an’ another,” he said. “Probably 
they’ll elect you Miss Pin-Up-Accessory-to- 
the-Fact of the Posthurricane Season. Don’t 
worry. Nothin’ll really happen to you at all. 
I honestly sort of wangled you into cornin’ 
along because I wanted you to tell me about 
Ann Tinsbury.” 

“Oh,” Lois said. “Oh, I see. Like what sort 
of things?” she added as Asey started up the 
sedan. “After all, what I knew about her ten 
years ago at St. Agatha’s won’t do you much 
good now, I’m afraid. Ann was eleven, and 
I was ten—while we were both theoretically 
past our- formative years, quite a bit hap¬ 
pened to both of us in the intervening decade 
—where are you going?” 

“Just up this lane. Don’t get nervous. 
I knew these lanes by heart before you were 
born,” Asey assured her. 

“I never even knew they existed! Look, 
you are going to put on some headlights, 
aren’t you?” 


“Shortly. Now, this Tinsbury girl—” 

“What does this lane connect with?” Lois 
asked quickly. “Do you really know your 
way, Asey?” 

“Uh-huh. I really do, an’ I don’t think you 
really care where this lane goes to, do you? 
Just stallin’ a mite, maybe? Look,” Asey 
said, “Jennie told me an hour ago that your 
sister Mrs. Peeling an’ Ann Tinsbury wasn’t 
very friendly. I’m not askin’ you about Ann 
because of that angle. It’s just that I don’t 
know anythin’ about the girl at all. Just in a 
general way, what was she like?” 

Lois was silent for a moment. “How well 
did you know her father?” she asked finally. 
“I mean, it would be lots easier to explain 
Ann if you happened to have known him 
quite well.” 

“Years ago, when he an’ I both worked 
for old Cap’n Porter, I knew him pretty 
well,” Asey said. “King Tinsbury was really 
a brilliant sort of feller. Had a mind like a 
steel trap. When he bit into somethin’, he 
never let go. The only thing I ever under¬ 
estimated about King was—wa’el, not ex¬ 
actly his honesty, but his lack of scruples, as 
you might say. He was honest enough in a 
way. He never denied, swipin’ those blue¬ 
prints that caused all that old row. He just 
never felt any more remorse afterwards than 
the average man-eatin’ tiger’d feel after 
he’d had a good, satisfyin’ meal.” 

“That sounds like what—” Lois stopped a 
second, “what a succession of suitors has 
tried to say about Ann. I don’t mean to 
insinuate that she was man-eating, but she 
certainly had the faculty for felling the boys 
with a blow. Even in school she was sup¬ 
posed to be very like her father—brilliant, 
stubborn, a very loyal friend and an equally 
devoted enemy. Did you know, by the way, 
that King Tinsbury disapproved of educat¬ 
ing women?" 

“No,” Asey said. “But I’m not surprised. 
He had a lot of quirks.” 

“Quirks is a charitable word,” Lois said. 
“Anyway, King disapproved of higher educa¬ 
tion for females, but still he gave St. Aga¬ 
tha’s a million-dollar plant with simply out- 
of-this-world plumbing. Dropped in one 
morning and tossed a check at them, just like 
that, without even being asked. I suppose he 
figured that even if he was against Ann’s be¬ 
ing educated, she might as well be exposed 
to learning in a place where all the pipes 
worked. I think you had to be very fond of 
Ann to understand why she did things. For 
example, she wouldn’t give five cents toward 
any organized charity, but she worked her 
fingers to the bone in France—she got a 
Croix de Guerre, by the way. What I’m 
trying to get at is that she wasn’t as temper¬ 
amental and eccentric as people liked to say. 
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but he’s so easy to spot! This crate is failin’ 
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Neither was her fatner. In the light of their 
own reasoning, they were both very con¬ 
sistent. I keep thinking about her ordering 
that pudding.” 

“What d’you mean?” Asey asked. 

"Well, she never would have broken down 
and given your cousin Jennie and the rest 
of the girls a new clubhouse outright, even 
though the cost wouldn’t have been peanuts 
to her. But,” Lois said, “if she’d been amused 
—or even ordinarily pleased—by that square 
plum pudding, I can imagine her plunking 
down a thousand dollars for it without blink¬ 
ing an eye. Just the same, ultimately, as if 
she’d given part of the clubhouse—only Ann 
wouldn’t have thought so, and she’d have 
argued your ear off about it being a matter 
of principle.” 

“I wonder if Jennie hadn’t caught on to 
that particular quirk in her,” Asey said. 
“The little cherry table was really fixed 
up with her in mind. Huh. Who’s this uncle 
of hers that Hanson mentioned?” 

“That’s Kemper Steward. He’s King Tins- 
bury’s sister’s husband—what’s the short way 
of saying that? I always get mixed up in 
relations!” 

“He’s King’s brother-in-law,” Asey said, 
“an’ Ann’s uncle. Simple enough.” 

“He and Elsie, his wife, were helping 
Ann settle up the house and things here. 
Ann was planning to sell the place to some 
real-estate syndicate, you know. The house 
itself was a frightful ark of a dump, and I 
don’t know how many hundred acres go 
with it. Ann wasn’t ever a bit dull about 
business,” Lois added. “Her father’d made 
her handle her own money even back in her 
St. Agatha days. She never stuck a penny 
into a chewing-gum machine that she didn’t 
drag out her little account book and duti¬ 
fully jot it down.” 

“An’ she got along all right with this 
uncle an’ aunt?” 

“Very well. She hadn’t seen much of 
them in the last few years, but they were 
very good friends. Kemper Steward acted 
as a sort of secretary to King—he was the 
son of that steamship line Steward, you 
know. Ripe with money. I mean,” Lois 
said, “if you’re brooding about motives, 
you’d be hard pressed to find any to pin on 
the Steward family. They’re lousy rich, and 
Ann told me they’d never interfered with 
her in any way. Never uttered a single word 
of protest, even though she perfectly well 
knew they weren’t one bit keen on her dash¬ 
ing back to rehabilitate Europe at this par¬ 
ticular point—” 

“So that’s where she was goin’ to, after 
leavin’ here? What was she plannin’ to do 
there, anyway?” 

“Oh, she had this private relief project for 
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some village she knew very well. Actually, 
she was sort of obsessed by—I wonder what 
you would call it? Practical charity, I guess. 
I remember,” Lois said reminiscently, “when 
she told me about it, I suggested she didn’t 
have to go so far away—that was right after 
the hurricane, and the whole town was a 
ghastly mess. I pointed out that just her 
transportation costs would do a lot of solid 
good. But she wasn’t having any.” 

“You were here durin’ the storm?” Asey 
said as he detoured carefully around an up¬ 
rooted tree. 

“Ann and I sat it out together. Sister 
Maggie was marooned in Orleans, and Brian 
was out helping the other men with boats 
—can you guess the first thing we saw 
when we went out of the house in the morn- 

“No. Not after viewin’ the inlet beach," 
Asey said. “I know it could’ve been anythin’ 
from a flyin’ concrete mixer to a stuffed 
giraffe.” 

“It was a Mickey Mouse wrist watch!” 
Lois said. “And, furthermore, it was draped 
over a branch of the willow tree in our front 
yard. And still furthermore, it was going! 
Ticking away like crazy! That’s one for you 
to mull over. We couldn’t figure it out, 
whether it blew there, or grew there, or 
what— 

4 S SHE ran on about the watch, it occurred 
to Asey that Lois was beginning to forget 
her original statement that she hadn’t seen 
much of Ann Tinsbury. She seemed to have 
seen Ann and chatted with her quite a bit. 
She knew Ann’s tastes, Ann’s family, Ann’s 
future plans. 

“So you can’t think of any family mo¬ 
tives,” he said when she paused. “Any re¬ 
jected suitors around?” 

Again, he sensed her faint hesitation be¬ 
fore she said no, none. 

“Except that Prunn fellow,” she added. 
“The one Maggie calls the leftover refugee. 
But he’s harmless!” 

“Left over from what?” Asey asked. 

“I never knew exactly what he was,” Lois 
said. “He sort of trickled down here to the 
Cape with some visiting refugee royalty, and 
just stayed. He boards with that stem and 
rockbound character—Miss Curran—over be¬ 
yond Ann’s. D’you know Miss Curran? She 
almost might have posed for the Grant Wood 
picture of the woman and the man with the 
pitchfork. Both of ’em.” 

Asey chuckled. “I kept wonderin’ this 
afternoon what was wrong with her eyes,” 
he said, “an’ now I know. They got pitch- 
forks in ’em.” 

“The old gal frankly scares me,” Lois 
said. “I dropped in on her with Ann a few 
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momiags ago to see if her phone might be 
working—Ann’s wasn’t—and she practically 
wouldn’t let us in. In fact, she didn’t. Stood 
there at the back door with a bucket of hot 
water in her hand, all but snarling at us. I 
wasn’t sure she didn’t intend to let us have 
the water right in the face. Ann asked 
Armand Prunn later how he endured living 
there, and he said it was very homely. But 
of course, he’s been in any number of con¬ 
centration camps.” 

“An’ you think he fell for Ann,” Asey 
said, “or for Ann’s money?” 

“Maggie thought it was Ann, Brian thought 
it was her money, and me, I wouldn’t know,” 
Lois said. “Armand never made a lot of head¬ 
way with her, anyway, because Ann couldn’t 
understand his lazing around here when 
there was so much to be done in the world, 
so to speak. I’ll admit he’s a beautiful hunk, 
though. Broad-shouldered. A powerful lad. 
Maggie always refers to him as Prince 
Torso.” 

“So!” Asey let the sedan slow down to a 
stop. “Powerful, is he? An’ he boards over 
at Miss Curran’s, beyond the inlet woods! 
Well, well! I been hopin’ an’ hopin’ that 
someone would make some mention of a 
powerful man who lived around that way! 
Tell me some more about this big, powerful 
Prince Torso!” 

“I certainly don’t think Armand Prunn 
is any lady-killer in the literal sense,” Lois 
said. “And while I know nothing actually 
about Ann’s love life, I’d guess that her suit¬ 
ors were rejected so hard, they hadn’t enough 
spirit left to take any action against her.” 

“Did she slap ’em all down?” Asey in¬ 
quired. 

“Well—look here, will you remember that 
I liked Ann? We always got along well in 
spite of—well, we got along! You brought 
all this up. I never should have. You’re 
asking, and I’m merely answering. But Ann 
did have a rather disconcerting habit of get¬ 
ting down to dollars and cents. She’d point 
out what her father had been making at the 
age of twenty-eight—or,” she hurriedly add¬ 
ed, “whatever age they happened to be.” 

“How old’s this Brian you’ve mentioned?” 
Asey started the car up again. 

“Twenty-eight. So is Armand.” 

Lois ducked neatly out of that trap, Asey 
thought to himself. 

“Anyway,” she went on, “practically no 
one can stand up in a financial comparsion 
with King Tinsbury, and Ann used to make 
that very clear —do you happen to know 
where we are, Asey? I never guessed there 
were this many trees left standing on the 
Cape!” 

“We’re about to come onto the main road 
just beyond the movies,” Asey said. “We’ve 


just made a half-circle around the town. 
By rights, Hanson ought to have finished 
the process he always calls combin’ the 
vicinity, back at my place. Probably he’s 
stormed back to my house for another look 
under the beds. An’ I’m sure Jennie an’ 
young Dr Kildare are thwartin’ an’ delayin’ 
him all they can.” 

“Why d’you call Horner that? I mean, 
why that scornful tone?” 

“I don’t mean to be disparagin’,” Asey 
said. “I’m so used to workin’ with his uncle, 
I suppose I was kind of annoyed to find this 
youngster in his place—but I’m feelin’ a lot 
better about him,” he added. “I’ve taken 
back my pooh-poohs. I’m not even goin’ to 
tell Cummings that the fellow’s first move 
was to look at Ann’s wrist watch, so as to 
place the time of her death, he said. After 
all, as he told Hanson, this line of business 
is all strange to him.” 

“What are you planning to do now?” Lois 
asked. 

“I mean to look into the problem of the 
filched puddin’,” Asey said. “That interests 
me. An’ I’m goin’ to find this Prunn fellow, 
this Prince Torso of yours, too. If it should 
turn out that he was responsible for my 
mudpack this afternoon, he’s goin’ to wish 
he was back in one of his concentration 
camps. N’en there’s that cod line. I keep try- 
in’ to put that cod line out of my mind, an’ 
it keeps poppin’ right back.” 

At the intersection of the rut lane and the 
main tarred road, he waited a moment until 
a car opposite him, on the continuation of 
the lane, swung up the steep hill toward the 
village. 

Then he followed. 

A moment later, he swerved off the main 
road so suddenly that Lois lost her balance, 
pitched forward against the dashboard, and 
slipped down on the floor. 

By the time she picked herself up, the 
sedan was parked at the far end of the park¬ 
ing lot next to the moving-picture theater. 

The motor was cut off, the headlights were 
out, Asey’s elbows were resting on the wheel, 
and he was whistling softly to himself. 

“Why?” Lois asked in aggrieved tones. “I 
mean, were you trying to break my nose, or 
did you just want to stun me for a while? 
Honestly!” 

“I’m sorry I had to swoop in here so 
quick,” Asey said. “I didn’t have time to 
warn you. But you see, that car we fell 
in behind an’ was followin’ up the hill was 
Hanson’s—” 

“He’s that close?” 

“For Hanson,” Asey said, “he’s red hot. 
I wasn’t payin’ any attention to that car 
when it turned. Hardly noticed it. I never 
realized whose it was till I see the fancy 
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seal on the back. Huh! If he’s goin’ to follow 
me this close, he’s goin’ to make things awful 
sort of awkward. I’m sure he’ll drop this 
crazy notion about me eventually, but until 
he does, I don’t want to meet up with him. 
He’ll only waste time.” 

“Asey, just what is all this about a cod 
line, anyway?” 

From the studied casualness with which 
Lois asked the question, Asey sensed that 
she must have been rehearsing it for some 
time. 

“That line? Oh,” he said with equal casual¬ 
ness, “it’s kind of like the puddin’. Only in¬ 
stead of bein’ square an’ interestin’, it’s long 
an’ interestin’.” 

“But what about it? Where was it? What’s 
it got to do with all this?” Lois persisted. 

“It was draped across Ann Tinsbury’s 
shoulders,” Asey said, “when I found her. 
I—doggone it, there goes Hanson past again! 
I guess we got to sit here a while. When the 
movie crowd starts cornin’ an’ millin’ around, 
we’ll leave on foot. Yup, that cod line’s even 
better material for speculation than the 
square puddin’.” 

“D’you mean.” Lois said, “that you think 
it’s a real clue? Like those cigarette stubs 
stained with weird shades of lipstick that 
people are always pouncing on in detective 
stories—didn’t you find any, by the way?” 

“Not even one old butt,” Asey said. “An’ 
I always wish I could find one,” he added, 
“just for the pleasure of conformin’ to pat¬ 
tern. An’ then I think how plumb foolish 
I’d look, sniffin’ at the butt an’ havin’ to make 
some statement like ‘This is an obvious blend 
of burley, latakia, a ripenin’ agent composed 
of various strange fruits, an’ just a snack of 
old rat. fur. The lipstick smudge, on the 
other hand, is very clearly Hauntin’ Hope, 
Shade Variation Number Sixteen.’ ” 

L OIS giggled. “ ‘And recently purchased,’ ” 
she said. “Don’t forget that. Me, I 
couldn’t tell old lipstick from new, but book 
detectives always say it was bought no later 
than a week ago Wednesday. If butts aren’t 
strewn around in real life, Asey, why are 
they in most stories, I wonder?” 

“Doc Cummings is my detective-story ex¬ 
pert,” Asey said. “He claims that’s the school 
that always has their villains lie in wait for 
their victims—” 

“You mean ambush,” Lois corrected. 
“Uh-huh. Doc says apparently the authors 
can’t think of anythin’ else for their charac¬ 
ters to do durin’ a brief pause in the action 
than to smoke like furnaces. Doc thinks 
that just like the prohibition gangsters that 
went to the movies so’s to pick up dazzlin’ 
new ideas from mob pictures, murderers to¬ 
day learn quite a lot from stories. They don’t 
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often leave fingerprints around much any 
more—they’ve even learned to wipe off their 
trigger-finger print. An’ they don’t rush off 
an’ leave their victim clutchin’ a convenient 
swatch of Harris tweed in his limply out¬ 
stretched hand, either.” 

“I’ve always wondered deeply about that 
tweed angle,” Lois said. “I mean, I’ve got a 
Harris topcoat I had the year before I went 
tc college, and I defy anyone to jerk a swatch 
of it off in the best of health, let alone in a 
dying moment. It simply couldn’t be done. 1 
always thought it would be more accurate 
if someone’s Harris coat was found with a 
couple of detached fingernails imbedded in 
it. They’d certainly give way before the 
average tweed would. Then there’s that 
perfume, too.” 

“Which perfume?” 

“Why, the haunting odor of some strange 
exotic Russian perfume, of course!” Lois said. 
“After finding someone’s body, you should 
notice it at once.” 

Asey chuckled. 

“There was a brisk east wind this after¬ 
noon,” he said, “an’ the smell of the pine 
woods, an’ dryin’ leaves. No other scent, as 
you might say. No, this don’t comform to 
book pattern. In fact, Doc Cummings an’ I 
cling to the notion that if you run into book 
clues, it mostly only means that someone had 
access to a lendin’ library. They read about 
the clues somewheres, an’ left ’em on purpose 
to snarl you up. A really smart murderer 
ought to do the same, usual, common every¬ 
day things he always does before he com¬ 
mits his crime—an’ the same, usual, common 
everyday things afterwards, too. A lot of 
elaborate preparations an’ fancy workin’ up 
of alibis isn’t bright. For no matter how 
smart you are in buildin’ things up an’ 
weavin’ things into intricate nets, like, there’s 
always someone smarter who can tear things 
down an’ pull ’em apart.” 

“You mean,” Lois said thoughtfully, “if you 
sneak out in the dead of night, after assuring 
yourself of some intricate and definite alibi, 
you run more chance of being found out 
than if you just bopped someone on your 
way to the post office?” 

“Sure. If someone sees you leavin’ your 
house at nine-four, they just think well, well, 
Lois is goin’ to the post office like she always 
does, an’ dismiss you from their minds. But 
you start tiptoein’ around at four in the 
mornin’, wearin’ a long gray beard, an’ see 
what you run into. Some day,” he added, 
“ask my cousin Jennie to tell you what hap¬ 
pened the night she decided to bury her old 
rubber reducin’ girdle that she didn’t want 
to put into the incinerator because it’d smell 
so bad burnin’.” 

“What happened?” 


46 DETECTIVE NOVEL MAGAZINE 


“She found out she couldn’t do it. Every 
time she got it safe underground, someone 
that had spotted her diggin’ went an’ dug 
it up,” Asey said. “Her husband an’ I laughed 
so hard we was weak for days. No, I was 
thinkin’ out there in the shed that if I’d 
planned to kill Ann Tinsbury myself, I’d have 
done just what this murderer’s done. I’d have 
hit her with some handy blunt instrument 
that no one could prove I’d had in my pos¬ 
session recent, an’ which I can truthfully 
claim I haven’t seen in years. Then I’d put 
somethin’ extraneous an’ irrelevant beside 
the body, like the cod line. Then I’d make a 
great to-do about snatchin’ off some odd 
object, like the square puddin’.” 

“Then that cod line really is a clue, and 
whoever put it there killed her?” Lois 
demanded. 

“I don’t know if whoever put the cod line 
there killed her, or whoever killed her put 
the line there. I’ve run the gamut tryin’ to 
figure out that fool cod line,” Asey said. 
“But while I was waitin’ out in the shed 
under the herrin’, I remembered somethin’ 
that’d be considered awful significant in a 
book. I remembered a person I’d been 
watchin’ earlier this afternoon, over by the 
inlet, who’d been walkin’ up an’ down an’ 
up an’ down, the way you do when you’re 
huntin’ a certain area for somethin’ you’ve 
lost. Like for the end of a length of cod 
line, say.” 

“Do you know who she is? Did you see 
her?” 

The girl was as breathless, Asey thought, 
as though she’d just finished a mile run. 

And for all the fun she’d been making of 
book methods, she didn’t seem to realize that 
she had gone and fallen into about the old¬ 
est trap of all. She’d let herself be led gent¬ 
ly away from the topic at hand until she’d 
forgotten that she was on guard about it. 

He had merely mentioned “a person.” 

But Lois had said, “She." 

He said aloud, “She wore slacks like 
yours, only blue, an’ a jacket like yours, only 
white. I didn’t see her close to, but—” 

“Asey!” Lois interrupted excitedly, “is that 
Hanson standing over there? Quick—lean 
forward so you can see before he turns! 
I’m sure that was his blue uniform—did 
you see him?” 

“No. I couldn’t—” 

“I’m sure it was Hanson! I’m going to get 
out and sneak around and look!” 

She was gone before he could stop her. 

And he didn’t need anyone to ride up on 
a white horse and tell him that she wasn’t 
coming back, either. 

And he certainly didn’t intend to walk 
into Hanson’s arms by rushing madly after 
her. 


“So!” he said, leaning back against the 
car seat. “So she knows somethin’ about 
that confounded cod line, does she? An’ 
what does anyone want to bet me I was 
describin’ the outfit her precious sister Mag¬ 
gie Peeling was wearin’ this afternoon? 
Huh!” 

B UT the time he’d spent with the girl 
hadn’t been wasted. Far from it. While 
she hadn’t presented him with any startling 
gems of information, she had nevertheless 
filled in some background for him, he 
thought. He knew quite a few things about 
Ann Tinsbury that he never would have 
found out from Jennie, say. Probably not 
from anyone else. To be sure, his informa¬ 
tion was colored by Lois’s own brush. That 
was to be expected. People always colored 
things in a situation like this. It was in¬ 
stinctive. 

But now he had sister Maggie to look 
into, and possibly even this Brian fellow that 
she’d mentioned. 

And, of course, Prince Torso, the leftover 
refugee. 

If he was the bruiser Lois insinuated— 
Something tapped against the car window. 
Looking out, he saw an oversized lollypop 
silhouettted against the glass. 

A second later, like a jack-in-the-box, 
the chunky little girl who’d sold him the 
hurricane pictures popped up into view. 

“Hi!” she said cheerfully. “Did I frighten 
you?” 

“Hi, Mildred. Sort of,” he said. “Aren’t 
you out awful late?” 

She giggled. “It’s only twenty of eight! 
And I’m almost eleven! I’m ten and two 
months! I’m going to the movies. I thought 
you’d probably be arrested by now, Mr. 
Mayo. Mother said you’d be arrested right 
away and put into jail!” 

Asey felt his chin go up as if someone had 
smacked it with a quick upperccut. 

“So your mother thinks I’m responsible 
for Ann Tinsbury’s death, does she?” 

“Oh, sure, everyone does,” Mildred said 
lightly. “They didn’t talk about anything else 
all during supper except you. And everyone 
kept phoning about it, and all. Most every¬ 
body mama knows thinks you did it. Except 
papa.” 

“Good for papa! I don’t know him,” Asey 
said, “but I’d like to shake his hand. How’d 
he happen to escape the disease? I mean, 
what makes him feel different?” 

“Papa always feels different. He’s an inda- 
pennant thinker,” Mildred returned, not 
without pride. “Mother says if he wasn’t so 
indapennant, he’d make lots more money, 
but papa says he won’t be a damn sheep. 
He says when all the damn sheep stop gos- 
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siping, they’ll find the snake in the grass is 
Kemper Steward.” 

“Ann Tinsbury’s uncle?” 

“That’s right,” Mildred said. “I think papa 
probably knows. Papa was papering up there 
at Tinsbury’s this afternoon when she and 
Kemper Steward had that fight—that’s why 
papa got mad at Kemper Steward again and 
walked out. Papa said he wouldn’t hang 
paper for someone that wasn’t a gentleman 
and struck women in the face, and—” 

“Whoa up!” Asey said. “You mean Stew¬ 
ard hit Ann Tinsbury?” 

“That’- right, and she hit him right back. 
And then papa got mad, and then Kemper 
Steward got mad at papa for interfering, 
and started to hit him, too, only papa wiped 
the paste brush over his face first.” Mildred 
stopped long enough to giggle. “Papa’s al¬ 
ways wiping someone’s face with the paste 
brush.” she added. “He’s really a very inda- 
pennant sort of man.” 

“He sure sounds it,” Asey said. “Tell me, 
now, what does this Kemper Steward look 
like?” 

“Why. he’s old/” Mildred said. “Very old. 
Older than papa. And very bossy. And he 
yells at people—that’s why papa got mad at 
him before, a couple of times, because he 
doesn’t like being yelled at. The hurricane 
blew off the Tinsburys’ east roof, you know, 
and all the upstairs paper had to get done 
over, and papa says Kemper Steward’s lost 
more wind yelling at him than the hurricane 
ever had in the first place. He was yelling at 
Mr. Doane in the drugstore just now when I 
went in to get this.” She waved the lollypop. 
“He was going to have to wait for his pre¬ 
scription and he was yelling like anything 
because it would be half an hour. He was 
stomping and yelling and banging his ole 
cane on the counter and—” 

“Whoa!’ Asey interrupted. “Hold it! A 
black cane? An’ is he tall, an’ does he have 
iron-gray hair, an’ is he wearin’ a gray tweed 
suit, an’—” 

In detail, he described the officious man 
who’d taken him for a looter over in the inlet 
woods. 

“Oh, you knew what he looks like all the 
time!” Mildred said. 

CHAPTER VII 

“BUT I thought you did, 
really,” she went on. “On 
account of papa said you’d 
be on Kemper Steward’s 
tail in five minutes, he bet. 
Papa said he bet you’d 
tumble to him no matter 
what all the other sheep 
were saying—are you going 
somewheres?” she wound 


up as Asey stepped out of the sedan. 

“Uh-hub. You know. Mildred,” Asey said, 
“I can’t exactly claim that you exactly re¬ 
vived my faith in human nature, but you cer¬ 
tainly give me a new purpose in life—how 
many packets of them hurricane postcards 
have you got left at home?” 

“Thirty-one,” she told him promptly. 

“You bring ’em to my house tomorrow,” 
Asey said. “I’ve bought the lot. Further¬ 
more, go see,” he peered over toward the 
movie posters, “go see Hoofbeats of Old 
Wyoming an’ Ashes of Passion on me. An’ 
have half a dozen more lollypops.” 

Mildred was still standing and staring from 
him to the dollar bill in her hand as Asey left 
the parking space by way of the bushes at 
the rear. 

His surreptitious passage through the back 
yards of Main Street annoyed him. It was a 
little goading, be thought, to be slinking 
around you own home town as if you really 
had murdered someone. He still found it 
hard to take this Tinsbury business seriously. 
But you couldn’t laugh it off in any airy 
fashion. Not when it came hurtling at you 
out of the mouths of babes and sucklings! 

“Welcome Home, Asey Mayo!” he muttered 
as he detoured around the remains of a Vic¬ 
tory Garden. “Why in time didn’t I wait a 
few days, anyhow? Why’d I have to come 
bouncin’ borne so joyous in that tin can? Huh! 
Stay Away, Hazy Mayo’d be a lot more to 
Ihe point!” 

But he felt better about his circuitous route 
when he finally peeked in the side window 
of Doane’s Drugstore on the comer. 

Kemper Steward was there all right, pac¬ 
ing impatiently up and down in the rear of 
the stoie. 

And Hanson was there, too, sitting at the 
fountain and eating sandwiches with Dr. 
Horner. 

They were obviously arguing, and al¬ 
though he couldn’t hear a word they said, he 
guessed that they were still arguing about 
Him, and Ann Tinsbury. 

At intervals, Steward stopped his pacing 
and spoke to them. 

It didn’t take any master mind to diagnose 
whose side he was on. He nodded agreement 
with everything Hanson said, and shook his 
head violently at everything Horner said. 
Once or twice he thumped the blackthorn 
stick on the floor to emphasize his feelings. 

Asey watched for a few minutes, and then 
casually removed the keys from Hanson’s car, 
parked by the side curb, as he made for the 
mahogany-bodied Porter beachwagon drawn 
up in front of the store. He knew that vehicle 
must belong to Steward, even before he saw 
the name lettered on the door. It had been 
designed and built exclusively for people like 
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Steward. Bill Porter had even suggested 
they throw in a set of matched irons or a 
couple of English setters with every sale. 

He ducked down beside the car as the 
steamed door of the drugstore opened, and 
then he straightened up when he saw it was 
Horner. 

“Hey, doc!” 

Horner swung around. 

“I’m over here,’ Asey said. “Just join me in 
the shade of the old apple—I mean elm, will 
you? Your car’s in the movie parkin’ lot. I’m 
grateful for the use of it. Is Hanson still—” 

“Oh, you can’t talk to the man!” Horner 
said disgustedly. “I’ve done my best. So has 
your cousin, Jennie, and a couple of others 
we’ve run into. But it’s no use. I’ve argued 
about the fallacies of circumstantial evidence 
till I’m blue in the face. But these damned 
little things keep happening to distract 
him!” 

“Like what?” 

“Well, Steward’s told him that Ann Tins- 
bury planned to unload a lot of Porter stock, 
for one thing. Seems she had a lot of it—did 
you know?’ 

“I didn’t, an’ I don’t think it matters a 
whit,” Asey said. 

“Neither did I. But Hanson feels it does. 
And then three women who were at your 
house this afternoon have told him they 
thought you looked mighty broody—what¬ 
ever that may mean!” 

“I probably did,” Asey said. “Drivin’ all 
night in Junior’s no picnic, an’ I was hungry. 
Anything more substantial like?’ 

“That expert—what’s his name? That 
laboratory fellow with the microscopes and 
test tubes?” 

“Jameson, you mean?” 

“Yes. He claims that the murderer was 
about your height and build. I don’t under¬ 
stand how he got it all doped out, I’m sure, 
but he makes it sound very convincing, and 
Hanson seems to believe him implicitly.” 

“Jameson’s a smart little man,” Asey said. 
“ ’Course, sometimes he does get awful in¬ 
volved about left-handed people dealin’ 
right-handed blows, an’ such. An’ once he 
near went berserk because after all his care¬ 
ful calculatin’, it turned out that a short 
woman stood on a two-step stool to stab her 
husband. But most usually Jameson’s in¬ 
clined to be on the right track.” 

“I wish you’d get mad!” Horner said with 
sudden fervor. “You’re so damned casual! 
Hanson isn’t kidding—and you’re not going 
to get yourself out of this mess until you’ve 
brought him a murderer with a signed con¬ 
fession in his fist!” 

“Uh-huh, I know,” Asey said. “Hm. Stew¬ 
ard’s about my height an’ build, isn’t he? 
Maybe a bit taller,” he added thoughtfully. 


“Don’t think you could maybe sidetrack Han¬ 
son onto Steward, do you?” 

“Listen, I’ve even pointed out that I’m 
nearly your height!” Horner said, “And ap¬ 
proximately your build, with my overcoat 
on. I told him I made a call over by the inlet, 
and got stuck on a road with hurricane trees 
across it. I’ve described in detail how I went 
on, on foot, and got lost, and wandered all 
over the place. For all I know, I was some¬ 
where near the girl. I suggested it was just 
as sensible to hold me as to hold you. In fact, 
I rather urged him to do just that. I thought 
it might give you a chance to shake yourself 
loose—have you given any consideration to 
the looting angle, by the way?” 

“Hanson murmured somethin’ about lootin’ 
problems this afternoon,” Asey said, “but I 
didn’t pay a lot of attention. You mean we 
really got looters in what you’d call a 
menacin’ way?” 

“We sure have,” Homer said. “Uncle was 
frothing at the mouth about ’em before he 
left. They’d got into his duck camp on the 
shore. Seems to be one group that’s concen¬ 
trating on sneaking out valuable antiques 
from damaged and undamaged houses— 
they’re hiding their loot somewhere, because 
as yet no one’s spotted it being trucked out. 
It just evaporates into thin air. Then there’s 
another bunch that’s simply swiping any¬ 
thing that’s reasonably portable, and of any 
value at all, from uncle’s duck-camp stove to 
someone’s porch swing. Rubber plants, too, 
I think Hanson said. Anyway, I tried to get 
Steward to check through Ann Tinsbury’s 
jewelry—it occurred to me that topaz and 
diamond pin in her coat lapel might have 
been one of a pair. I’ve seen pins like that in 
pairs. Even one would be well worth a loot¬ 
er’s trouble—and while it might be a wrench 
to leave the other behind, it would preclude 
any nasty suspicion of looting. Don’t you 
think so? If she’d actually owned a pair, 
people would simply assume that she’d lost 
one.” 

“Could be.”Asey felt too kindly disposed 
toward young Dr. Horner to make any 
cracks, as Cummings surely would have, 
about the school of advanced if-fing. “What 
did Steward say to your suggestion?" 

“Said he didn’t know anything about Ann’s 
gewgaws, and his wife didn’t know anything 
about Ann’s gewgaws,” Horner answered. 
“Gave it as his opinion that the type of looter 
who’d been turning up around here would 
take everything, including her watch and that 
money in her pocketbook. Suggested some¬ 
thing about writing lawyers about insurance 
inventories, if Hanson felt interested in Doc¬ 
tor—Urn’s—speculations. I’m Doctor Um to 
Mr. Steward. And Hanson wasn’t interested 
a bit, I might add—look, Asey, what’re you 
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planning to do? Gan I help any?” 

“I don’t think so, thanks,” Asey said. “I’m 
afraid you don’t know much more about all 
these folks than I do, an’ in a way you’ve 
sort of tainted yourself by upholdin’ me. I 
got a kind of miscellaneous assortment of 
plans on foot, currently involvin’ Steward, 
an’ a left-over refugee, an’ that confounded 
cod line, an’ a square puddin’.” 

“Er—a square pudding?” 

“Wa-el,’ Asey drawled, “maybe I should’ve 
said a square plum puddin’. It’s more ac¬ 
curate.” 

ORNER stared at him a moment. 

“On the whole,” he said at last, “I think 
Jameson made more sense with his calcula¬ 
tions about height and build. A square plum 
pudding, for the love of God! Well, Jennie 
said if I ran into you, I was to tell you that 
she had some ideas she was looking into on 
her own hook. She’s taken your jeep, inci¬ 
dentally, and she said that when she got 
through, she was gong to park it where the 
old icehouse burned down, and wait there in 
case you wanted her or the car. I trust that 
the locale means something to you?” 

“Uh-huh, I know just exactly where she 
means,” Asey told him, “but if Hanson’d hap¬ 
pened to hear her tell you, I’m sure that he 
wouldn’t have.” 

“I don’t doubt it. Since I’ve been in this 
town,” Horner sounded a little plaintive, “I’ve 
heard more that I haven’t understood! Some 
of uncle’s patients might as well talk Choc¬ 
taw for all the sense I’ve been able to make 
out of them!” 

“Got thrown by the native dialect, an’ our 
quaint, picturesque characters, huh?’ Asey 
asked. 

Horner shook his head. “It isn’t that at all 
—I haven’t heard anyone talk the way I ex¬ 
pected, the way Cape Cod dialect sounds in 
books. Oh, I don’t mean I though that every¬ 
one would be wearing hip rubber boots and 
yellow oilskin coats, and carrying spyglasses, 
and yelling "Thar she blaows, an’ sparm at 
that!’ Everyone’s been very decent to me, 
and I’ve really understood practically every 
word they’ve said—of course, I did have 
rather a difficult time with quohaug.” 

“N’en you learned that a quohaug’s what a 
New Yorker calls a clam?” 

“More or less,” Horner said. “But honestly, 
I never heard so many understatements in 
my life! I never heard so much dry humor, 
and all of it perfectly deadpan, too! I’ve 
never seen such damned independence—one 
old girl of ninety-six threw a bottle of vita¬ 
min pills back at me this afternoon! Said no 
young whippersnapper was going to tell her 
she had any deficiencies, and if she was de¬ 
ficient in fish oils, why not, who said she was 
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a fish, anyway, she never pretended to be 
one. Or words to that effect.” 

“Sounds,” Asey said, “like you’d met up 
with old Aunt Mary Swett. Did she tell you 
about her life in China?” 

“We ran through the Boxer uprising, which 
she apparently put down with her bare 
hands, and then she told me just what I 
should eat to put on a little weight. She 
thinks I’m peaked. Then,” Horner said, 
“then there was a paper hanger in the office 
last night who practically dared me to cure 
his migraine—d’you know Comrade Ray- 

Asey chuckled. 

“Only by reputation,” he said. “I been told 
he’s a very indapennant thinker.” 

“His thoughts on migraine alone are rev¬ 
olutionary,” Horner said. “I never got a 
chance to tell him mine. Truly, Asey, it’s 
been a very invigorating twenty-four hours 
I’ve spent here so far! How uncle stands the 
pace—say, I think Hanson and Steward are 
about to come out!’ 

“Go engage ’em in light conversation,” 
Asey said, “till I get myself stowed away in 
this beachwagon of Steward’s, will you? It’s 
got a Yehudi light, like an icebox, an’ I don’t 
want to advertise myself.” 

Fifteen minutes later, he and the beach- 
wagon were driven into the Tinsbury gar¬ 
age. 

Kemper Steward got out, rolled down a 
garage door, and slammed home a bolt lock. 
He rattled the door several times afterward 
as if to assure himself that it was entirely 
secure. 

Then his footsteps crunched away on a 
gravel path. 

Asey tossed off the plaid lap robe he’d 
draped over himself, and opened the beach- 
wagon door. As the automatic light flashed 
on, he reached out quickly to press the but¬ 
ton in the door frame which would turn the 
light off at once, before anyone noticed it. 

But his forefinger seemed to freeze on the 
little metal nub. 

The garage was wide enough to hold six 
cars abreast, and long enough to take two 
cars in each space. 

And there was just enough light to enable 
him to see, hanging from the sides and from 
the rear wall, more lobster pot buoys than he 
had ever seen at one time before in all his 
life. 

There were big buoys and little buoys and 
medium-sized buoys. 

There were buoys of all shapes, from single 
blocks to decorated cylinders. 

There were painted buoys and unpainted 
buoys. 

There were buoys in varying states of new¬ 
ness, oldness, and repair. 
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There were buoys with monograms, with 
branded initials, with carefully stenciled 
names, with names that had been painted on 
any which way, and the S’s all backside to. 
There were buoys with numbers, and buoys 
with combinations of names and numbers. 

Asey stared at them, completely forgetting 
for the moment the beachwagon’s dome light. 

They were for the most part local buoys. 
He recognized almost all of the markings, 
and knew almost all of the owners. Some of 
those blocks he had seen hundreds of times 
out in the channel. 

He got out of the car, almost absent-mind¬ 
edly shut the door, and stood there in the 
darkness considering the collection. 

For it was a collection, of course. 

Instead of stamps or butterflies or Indian 
arrowheads, someone had collected lobster 
pot buoys. They couldn’t have been a legacy 
from the Callendar family, who hadn’t oc¬ 
cupied the house in years. Besides, some of 
the buoys bore names of comparative new¬ 
comers to the town. 

It must have been one of King Tinsbury’s 
whims, Asey decided. True, the man had 
lived here only a few months before his 
death, but if King Tinsbury had wanted a 
collection of buoys badly enough, and had 
spread the word around, and had spent 
enough money, he probably could have 
achieved this assortment within a few weeks. 
Aided, of course, by the small fry of the 
village. 

“Now s’pose,” he murmured thoughtfully, 
“that King had one of mine!” 

There was no reason why King shouldn’t 
have had one. Plenty of his buoys had been 
lost. Any energetic child had only to enter 
his boathouse, for that matter, and swipe one 
from the pile. And certainly everyone else in 
the town who had lobster pots was repre¬ 
sented in the collection! 

“Huh!” he said. “This is broadenin’. Say 
that Jameson’s right. Say it was a buoy of 
mine that was used to kill the girl. All right. 
With all of these handy, you certainly don’t 
have to assume, as I been doin’ like a fool— 
an’ Hanson, too!—that the murderer necessa¬ 
rily grabbed the thing up from all that flot¬ 
sam down on the inlet beach!” 

On the other hand, he couldn’t quite bring 
himself to think that someone had stolen a 
buoy from his boathouse, weeks or even days 
ago, and hoarded it with the girl’s murder in 
mind. Anyone so premeditative wouldn’t, he 
told himself, choose to kill anyone with a 
quick bash. He’d be the sort who sat at a 
safe distance behind the telescopic sights of a 
high-powered rifle. 

But anyone could have grabbed a buoy— 
his buoy—from this collection here. Perhaps 
someone had coldbloodedly picked out the 


one bearing his name. Perhaps it had simply 
been the first one to come to someone’s hand. 

Kemper Steward could have taken it. Or 
a looter. Or anyone at all, he thought as he 
made his way toward the side door. 

He hesitated a moment before touching the 
doorknob. 

In an establishment like this, there well 
might be some sort of alarm system. Hadn’t 
Jennie mentioned King’s having dogs, and 
guards? And Steward had been so very care¬ 
ful about those bolts! 

Lightly fingering the outline of the door, 
he found to his amusement that it wasn’t 
even closed tightly enough to be latched! 

He slipped outside, and stood and looked 
up at the massive bulk of the Tinsbury house. 

Jennie’s comment flitted back to his mind— 
that after King’s operations on it, the place 
looked halfway between a cow barn and an 
old shoe. Sheared of its former columns and 
balconies, it looked to him more like a re¬ 
form school, or a jail, or an institution of 
some sort. There was something stark and 
bleak about its rigid outlines, and something 
sinister about the row of massive elms, whose 
branches, now lopped off, had apparently 
crashed against the back ell during the hur¬ 
ricane. The trunks were leaning drunkenly 
and insistently toward the building, as if they 
were only waiting for another chance to 
smash it down. 

Asey turned up the collar of his coat. 
Everyone had always laughed merrily about 
the Callendar balconies and fretwork and all 
the ornate trim, he remembered as he started 
to walk slowly toward the place. But at least 
it had always looked friendly and inviting. 
Now, if you let yourself listen long enough 
to the surf crashing hollowly on the shore 
beyond, or to the moaning of the east wind 
in those broken branches, you could get cold 
little shivers running up and down your 
spine, inviting you to take yourself rapidly 
somewhere else. 

CHAPTER VIII 



keeping in the 
snaaow or the bushes, he 
walked toward the first- 
floor window from which a 
light was glowing. 

It was a picture window, 
a great expanse of plate 
glass, that faced the garden 
and the shore. He won¬ 
dered why it hadn’t suc¬ 
cumbed to the force of the 
hurricane, and then realized that there was 
a protecting shutter above it which could be 
slid down. 

The contrast between the bleak exterior of 
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the house and the bright living room framed 
by the picture window was so great that Asey 
found himself wondering if the scene was 
real, and if he weren’t somehow confusing 
it with some magazine illustration he’d seen 
for someone’s ideal living room of the post¬ 
war world. 

There was nothing spectacular about it. 
None of the furniture was lucite or glass 
brick or gaily colored plastic molded into 
exotic shapes. The walls were light, the 
furniture was of light wood, and simple. 
There were bookcases running along the wall 
on either side of the fireplace, where a log fire 
was burning cheerfully. The floor covering 
was the color of the sea outside on a June 
day, a cool green-blue. A bowl of dahlias 
on a table made a splotch of dark red against 
the wall. 

It was the people themselves, he thought, 
who really gave it the magazine illustration 
touch—Steward in his well-fitting tweeds, 
leaning back in a white leather chair, with a 
drink in his hand, talking to a blonde wom¬ 
an in a housecoat that matched the rug. 

They looked exactly like an illustrator’s 
ideal of a middle-aged couple. That was all 
there was to it. 

Anything, Asey decided, from orange juice 
to life insurance could be sold to an eager 
public with a picture of the Steward family 
framed behind that opulent sheet of plate 
glass. 

He would have known the woman any¬ 
where, moreover, as King Tinsbury’s sister. 
She resembled him far more than Ann had. 
There was that same firmness to her pointed 
chin, the same high cheekbones, and some¬ 
thing about the way she was constantly ges¬ 
turing with her right hand. King’s hands 
were always in motion. 

So, he asked himself, what now? 

He could always ring the front-door bell 
politely, he supposed. He could introduce 
himself, wangle his way inside like a 
vacuum-cleaner salesman. He could ask a lot 


of questions. 

In fact, he could probably ask questions 
till the next major hurricane blew up and 
finished off what was left of the elms. 

And a fat lot of good it would do him, too. 

He could guess just how politely and how 
frigidly he would be brushed off. Even now 
he’d take odds that they would refer to him 
as their good man. 

His sudden vision of Steward excusing 
himself during the brush-off made him grin. 

He could imagine the whispered phone con¬ 
versation that would take place with Hanson 
or one of Hanson’s men. He could almost 
hear the well-bred murmurings of assumed 
horror with which the Stewards would greet 
the cops, who would surely rush here and 
surround the house and grab him in the most 
approved movie manner. 

“Nun-no!” he said. “Nuh-uh! That won’t 
ever work! Wa-el, here goes for the hard 
way!” 

There would certainly be an alarm system 
inside the house, he thought, as he started to 
edge his way around to the back. Under the 
circumstances, after the girl’s death, and with 
the Stewards apparently here alone and 
without servants, the place would probably 
be locked up tighter than a couple of pro¬ 
verbial drums, anyway. 

But the first rear door whose handle he 
tried was unlocked, and not closed com¬ 
pletely. 

Like the garage door, it wasn’t ajar. But 
it wasn’t pulled to, either. 

It occurred to him as he stepped inside that 
he would be feeling a lot more comfortable 
if everything had been padlocked, and bar¬ 
red, and barricaded, and guarded by a pack 
of vicious dogs. 

Even one dog would do. He’d settle, Asey 
thought, for a Pekinese. 

Because this just wasn’t right! 

Things just didn’t work out this easy way! 

After all. Steward had been so very care- 
[Turn page] 
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ful about shutting and bolting that roll- 
down garage door! 

Gingerly, as if he were stepping on eggs, 
he wove his way through a maze of halls and 
passages, fully expecting in the next second 
or with the next step to touch off some wildly 
clanging alarm. 

He didn’t. 

But by the time he finally found himself 
standing outside the door of file picture room, 
the palms of his hands were wet, and the per¬ 
spiration was rolling down his face in little 
rivulets. 

The first words he heard not only cooled 
him off in a hurry, but also dispelled the 
magazine illustration illusion as effectively as 
if a robot bomb had suddenly landed on the 
scene. 

“It’s the paper hanger, Elsie, I wouldn’t 
have an instant’s uneasiness if it weren’t for 
that damned paper hanger,” Steward was 
saying. “Except for him, we’re perfectly safe! 
The regular servants have been gone a week, 
those substitutes of yours from the village 
know absolutely nothing, no one’s been 
around, nobody suspects anything—except 
that damned idiot of a paper hanger!” 

During the little moment of silence that 
followed, Asey decided that he was going to 
like Mildred’s papa when he finally met the 
man. 

“Couldn’t we—” 

“Bribe him?” Steward interrupted her im¬ 
patiently. “God, no! Don’t even consider it, 
Elsie!” 

“But 1 thought—” 

“Don’t think of it! Promise me,” Steward 
said, “that you won’t think of it, or say a 
word about it, or lift a finger to do anything 
about it! That would be utterly and com¬ 
pletely fatal!” 

“But,” Elsie persisted, “he’s only a paper 
hanger, after all, Kemper! And you know 
what King always said—every man has his 
price!” 

“I’ll concede that every other paper hanger 
in the world doubtless has his price,” Stew¬ 
ard retorted. “I’m sure that any other paper 
hanger in the world could be packed off on 
an extended trip to California—but not that 
idiot Rayson! If you casually dropped a 
pocketbook full of bearer bonds at that man’s 
feet, and went on your way, he’d only come 
pattering after you and say that he thought 
you dropped something, and here it was. It’s 
simply fate that he, of all people, should have 
been the one to witness that scene between 
Ann and me this afternoon!” 

“Why did you fight with her?” 

I N Asey’s estimation, Elsie Steward rated a 
medal for asking that, the sixty-four-dol- 
lar question. 


“Oh, she was so damned exasperating!” 
There was a ring of genuine sincerity in 
Steward’s voice. “I’d held in as long as I 
could! She had absolutely no business to go 
messing out of the country again with her 
refugees and her soup kitchens and all the 
rest of it! It was time that she sat down and 
realized her own responsibilities, and took 
care of her own problems! Ann Tinsbury 
wasn’t any helpless, stupid child. She’d been 
trained to look after her own affairs, and it 
was simply her duty to take over King’s 
estate, now, and to manage it!” 

“You do say that so beautifully, Kemper!” 

Asey raised his eyebrows. Was she—yes, 
that was it! She was insinuating that Stew¬ 
ard was acting, merely saying lines! 

“Thank you, my dear. Our police lieuten¬ 
ant was properly awed by that speech, too—” 

“I still don’t see why you told him you’d 
fought with her!” 

“I didn’t,” Steward said smugly. “I simply 
told him how very badly I felt that I should 
never have the opportunity to retract my 
hasty words to Ann during a misunderstand¬ 
ing we’d had just before she left, the house 
for what proved to be the last time. The lieu¬ 
tenant was touched by my honest repentance, 
and moved by the lovely way I said it. Let 
me assure you, Elsie, there is no greater ad¬ 
vantage than to get your version of a story 
in first!” 

“What d’you mean?” 

“I have planted the word ‘misunderstand¬ 
ing’ in Hanson’s mind,” Steward said, “be¬ 
fore that damned little paper hanger has had 
a chance to blunder in, as he unquestionably 
will, and refer to it as a ‘ fight’! Hanson, I 
think, will make tolerant allowances for the 
difference in terminology. He has already 
been told about a slight misunderstanding. 
Now do you see? Hanson,” he went on, “was 
very impressed by my concern over Ann’s 
vast responsibilities—and why shouldn’t he 
be? I was only telling him the blessed, brutal 
truth! After all, I did strike her because she 
was so very exasperating!” 

“There were a few other reasons, too!” 
Elsie remarked. 

“Ah, yes, but I’m sure that neither you 
nor the police will expect me to go into a lot 
of selfish detail,” Steward returned lightly. 
“I wanted Ann to stay home and mind her 
own business, and I shall hardly explain that 
for purely personal reasons, I violently pre¬ 
ferred that Ann, rather than her lawyers, 
should be running her affairs, and King’s, 
too. I feel—” 

The rest of Steward’s sentence was 
drowned out by the thumping of fresh logs 
being put onto the fire, and the clank of fire 
tongs against andirons. 

But Asey, flattened against the wall outside 
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“But didn’t the police ask you who would 
inherit her money?” 

“It was practically Hanson’s first ques- 


the door, had heard enough to understand. 

Steward had been sticking his fingers into 
Ann’s money, obviously. And he’d figured 
that he could continue with more safety if 
he had her to account to, instead of some 
bunch of hardboiled attorneys. 

Then why in time, Asey asked himself 
wonderingly, had Steward killed the girl? 

Probably Ann, being no fool, had caught on 
to what he was up to. Little Mildred had re¬ 
ported her papa as saying that Ann had re¬ 
turned Steward’s blow. And Lois had re¬ 
marked that Ann was a fine friend and an 
even dandier enemy. Probably Ann had 
found her uncle out, and was preparing to 
show him up. 

And if his guesses came anywhere near 
the truth, Asey thought, it would have to be 
rammed home to Hanson with a length or two 
of rubber hose. Just as Lois had scorned the 
idea that the Stewards might want or need 
any more money than they had, so Hanson 
would point out that the guy was rich al¬ 
ready, wasn’t he? Well, then! 

And there was still one serious flaw in all 
this, Asey kept telling himself, as Steward 
continued to bang around with the fire tongs. 

By killing the girl, Steward had kept her 
from disclosing his underhanded activities, 
whatever they were. But he had also brought 
about the one situation he had most wanted 
to avoid—for now the Tinsbury lawyers 
would take over and run everything! 

“The thing for us to do,” Steward said, “is 
to stick to our simple story, and not to per¬ 
mit ourselves to become involved with a lot 
of romancing. Hanson knows I was around 
the inlet woods this afternoon. I told him 
so. But I was there legitimately, with local 
men, in the interests of the looting problem, 
and—” 

“What’s the matter?” Elsie asked as he 
suddenly broke off. 

“I just remembered yelling at a stranger,” 
Steward said. “Fellow running around with 
a plate in his hand. Gave some name, but I 
didn’t hear what it was—ah, well, I doubt if 
we’ll ever hear of him again. Clearly he 
didn’t know me from Adam. Now you’re out 
of it entirely, Elsie. You weren’t feeling well, 
and you’ve spent the day lying down. I’ve 
driven that home by getting your headache 
prescription filled in that damn drugstore, 
and discussing at some length just how you 
felt and how you bravely suffered. You just 
never left the house at all.” 

“Certainly not!’ Elsie said. “I never went 
out. But, Kemper, what’s going to happen 
about the will—” 

“Don’t say that word! We are not going to 
discuss that, now, or later, or with anyone! 
We know nothing about it. Ann’s affairs 
were in her lawyers’ hands!” 


tion,” Steward said. “I told him stiffly that 
it was really not my affair. I suggested that 
the bulk of the estate doubtless went to 
various charities. When it all comes out, we 
will be dutifully surprised. We will make 
some very handsome gesture. A new wing on 
some hospital in her memory, or something 
like that. Under the circumstances, we can. 
afford to—er—spread ourselves a bit.” 

H E should have wasted his time and tired 
his brain thinking about flaws, Asey 
told himself! Flaws, indeed! The Tinsbury 
lawyers would be taking everything over 
and running it, all right, but apparently they 
would be running it for the sole benefit of 
the Steward family! 

“But,” Elsie said, “suppose the lawyers ask 
us what we know?” 

“My dear, they knew Ann. They knew 
King. And his whims. And hers. We don’t 
have to make any explanations for Ann, or 
for what Ann should have done, and didn’t. 
We will simply be dazed to discover that 
Ann made no new will, as she was sharply 
and repeatedly advised to, and that through a 
series of extraordinary situations and mis¬ 
chances and what not, the bulk of her estate 
—which now of course includes, King’s—re¬ 
verts to us.” 

“It really is extraordinary, isn’t it?” Elsie 
said slowly. 

“Not particularly,” Steward answered. 
“For an otherwise intelligent man, King made 
rather an unimaginative will. I always won¬ 
dered in my heart if he thought himself im¬ 
mortal. And, of course, Ann was young. Ann 
spent the last four years of her life watching 
people die under the most frightful circum¬ 
stances, but it never seemed to occur to her 
that it could happen to her, too. The ramifi¬ 
cations of a will that interlocked with King’s 
were far more important to the lawyers than 
to her. She had forty years more to live, 
according to the tables. No, we don’t need to 
worry about a thing, Elsie. Except that 
damned paper hanger!” 

“You don’t think we should try to shut him 
up—just,” she added hurriedly, “in some 
small way? Couldn’t we set him up in a store, 
or some little business, perhaps? Don’t you 
suppose he longs for a store of his own? King 
always said people did.” 

“Regretfully,” Steward said, “he doesn’t 
need a store, my dear. If you had troubled 
to listen to him, you would have learned that 
skill alone is what counts in his infernal 
trade, and that he can carry all his tools in 
his hip pocket. He is also strongly against 
business, and he particularly dislikes little 
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businesses, and little businessmen.” 

“What?” Elsie sounded shocked. “He’s 
against business?” 

“He’s anti-business and pro-skill, as far as 
I could make out,” Steward said. “There’s 
quite a dash of William Morris in him. He’s 
also a devout single-taxer and suffers ter¬ 
ribly from migraine—his symptoms are very 
much like yours. We’ll simply have to keep 
our hands off him, Elsie, and let him firmly 
alone—and hope that Hanson won’t choose 
to take him very seriously. I really feel it’s 
fate that we should be faced in this situation 
with such an incredibly honest individual.” 

“But King always said that every man had 
his—” Elsie began. 

“Yes, yes, I know. His price. It’s also fate, 
however,” Steward said, “that the other per¬ 
son we’re faced with is the only person on 
earth whom King was really unable to buy.” 

“That Mayo man?” 

“Yes,” Steward said briefly. 

In the silence that followed, something like 
the point of a razor-sharp knife jabbed itself 
into Asey’s left ankle. 

He stifled an involuntary gasp of surprise, 
and looked down to find a Siamese cat staring 
up at him with unblinking hatred. 

Asey managed to assume what he hoped 
would be considered a friendly smile. 

The cat replied hy reaching out a paw in 
a lightning gesture, and pricking him again. 

Something about that unblinking stare 
promised that on the next attack, he was 
really going to let himself go—clear to the 
bone. 

Even through it. if possible. 

Look, Asey wanted to say aloud, look here, 
nice kitty! I like cats! Cats like me! Let me 
tell you about Joe, who lives with us. He’s 
a tiger, and twice your size—not as fine look¬ 
ing as you, to be sure, and maybe you would¬ 
n’t like his looks at all. He hasn’t got your 
background, or your personality, or your 
coloring. But he likes me fine, and I’m sure 
he’d tell you only the kindest things about 
me. He’d resent this unnecessarily hostile 
attitude of yours! Reconsider, boy, recon¬ 
sider! 

Since he couldn’t say it, he tried to con¬ 
vey his message by telepathy. 

Apparently it worked, for the cat at least 
stopped staring long enough to blink. 

Then Asey realized that he had overdone 
it. 

For the cat, after leisurely rubbing his chin 
against the scratched ankle, stretched him¬ 
self up on his hind legs and proceeded to 
utilize Asey’s left leg for a scratching post, 
lovingly digging in his long claws. 

Then he coiled himself, and sprang. 

The next second he was on Asey’s shoul¬ 
der, noisily licking his face. 


“What’s this Mayo like?” Elsie asked cu¬ 
riously. 

“I never happened to see him, myself,” 
Steward said. “His pictures always make him 
out a bit of a hayseed, but bear in mind that 
that is an absolutely deceptive impression, 
my dear. If he should tend to impress you 
as—er—at all haystrewn, remember that the 
hay is merely camouflage for a steel trap un¬ 
derneath. I’ve always thought that King 
came back here just in the hopes of seeing 
him again. King had an intense admiration 
for the man. He genuinely liked him. I 
wonder,” he added, “how soon before he’ll 
get around to us.” 

If. Asey thought, grimly fighting to keep 
playful paws out of his mouth, and victrola- 
needle claws out of his eyes, and fur out of 
his nose, if you’d let this creature get at me 
sooner, you’d have known me as an inti¬ 
mate friend by now! 

He only hoped that he could hang on un¬ 
suspected in the hallway until the Steward 
family had talked themselves out. When he 
stepped out and faced them—if he had any 
face left!—he wanted to be in full possession 
of all the facts. If he had learned nothing else 
from his eavesdropping, he certainly knew 
that bluffing would never get him anywhere 
with Kemper Steward! 

“Us?” Elsie said. “You don’t think he’ll 
really come and bother us, do you?” 

“I’m very sure he will.” 

“But Kemper, what will we do with him?” 

“Treat him with every courtesy, of course. 
After all, he’s a director of Porter Motors. 
We’ll tell him just what I’ve told Hanson. We 
may even permit ourselves to tell him a little 
more. Yes,” Steward said, “with extreme re¬ 
luctance. I think we shall bring to his atten¬ 
tion many interesting sidelights on this tragic 
situation.” 

“Whatever do you mean, Kemper?” 

A SEY was wondering that, too, as he con¬ 
tinued to struggle with the cat. 

“We’ll tell him, for example, that Ann left 
here this afternoon to meet Lois Cook.” 

“Oh, did she? I thought,” Elsie said, “that 
she was intending to go to some village af¬ 
fair. A bazaar, or sale, or something of the 
sort.” 

“She was. But she was also planning to 
meet Lois first. She told me so. We won’t 
actually state that as a fact, of course. It 
might look too much as if we were deliber¬ 
ately trying to attach suspicion to Lois. We’ll 
merely remark that Ann often did meet Lois 
on her way to the post office in the after- 

Asey stood very still and let the cat claw 
away to his heart’s content. 

“We’ll murmur,” Steward went on, “how 
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sorry we are that dear Lois has never quite 
found her proper—shall we say niche? For 
such a lovely-looking girl, such a pleasant 
girl, with so many genuine virtues and tal¬ 
ents, and with such a charming family—after 
all, the Cooks were quite all right, I knew 
Harry Cook—it’s regretful that Lois had to 
be expelled from quite so many schools and 
colleges. Just mischief, girlish mischief and 
high spirits, but it does mar the record, 
rather. Wasn’t Lois kicked out of the Wacs, 
too? Yes, I thought Ann said so. And, of 
course, we will bring up Brian Lemoyne.” 

“Did Ann love him, d’you think?” Elsie 
asked. ‘‘I’ve always wondered.” 

“Certainly Brian loved Ann,” Steward said. 
“He was the only young fellow King ever 
thoroughly approved of, too. And certainly 
Lois loved Brian. No question about it. I’m 
sure she still does.” 

“That’s what I thought,” Elsie said. “I 
mean, about Lois. I never really knew what 
Ann felt.” 

“Who ever did?’ Steward returned. “Any¬ 
way, it’s a splendid triangle for our Hayseed 
Sleuth, if he wishes to concern himself with 
it. And then there’s that little refugee fel¬ 
low who’s been underfoot so much—Armand. 
Yes, we can give Mayo plenty to think about. 
Just the saga of Maggie Peeling, and King, 
and Ann should keep him thoroughly occu¬ 
pied for quite a long while!” 

“When can we leave, Kemper?” 

“As the family of the unfortunate girl, we 
will obviously have to make a lot of grim 
arrangements,” Steward said. “I told Hanson 
that I was waiting for a call from New York, 
and that we might have to leave tomorrow 
if you were well enough, and if we could ar¬ 
range transportation. Are you so very 
anxious to get away from here?’ 

“Oh, you know I am, Kemper!” 

She sounded as if she really meant that, 
too, Asey thought. 

“I told you,” she went on, “how terribly 
nervous I’ve felt! And there were more of 
those noises while you were away. I’m sure 
there’s been someone lurking around. Zanies 
knew it, too. He was acting so very strangely 
—it upset me!” 

“That cat has a tendency to act very 
strangely anyway,” Steward remarked. “I 
shall never forget him the night of the hurri¬ 
cane, my dear. If he’d mounted a broomstick 
and flown away up the chimney on it, I 
shouldn’t have been at all suprised!” 

“He was frightened to death!” Elsie said 
defensively. “And after all, so were we — 
that awful roof crashing in about our ears! 
But this was different, Kemper. He wasn’t 
noisy and restless and running around. He 
simply wouldn’t leave my side. He was afraid 
of someone, it seemed to me. And I’m posi¬ 


tive that I heard someone in the house. This 
afternoon, and again this evening, and just a 
little while ago, too!” 

“My dear Elsie, however trying they may 
have been at times, we can be thankful that 
King’s delusions of persecution at least have 
provided us with an excellent alarm system,” 
Steward said soothingly. “Everything is se¬ 
curely locked. No one could possibly get in 
here! It’s out of the question. Put your mind 
at rest!” 

The cat on Asey’s shoulder suddenly be¬ 
came very still. 

Then its body began to tremble. 

But Asey’s slightly frantic attempts to set 
the animal down on the floor were met with 
the most savagely intense battle. 

Nothing was apparently going to dislodge 
Zanies from what he considered a safe and 
friendly haven. 

After briefly estimating the extent to which 
those long claws were dug into his coat and 
beyond into his shoulder, Asey decided to 
give up. Unless he had assistance, those 
claws couldn’t be pried out without hurting 
the animal. 

Cat or no cat, he would simply have to 
stand there quietly. 

At any rate, he thought, it was now reason¬ 
ably clear that Elsie Steward was right, and : 
that her husband was very wrong. 

Someone had been around the house, 
someone had monkeyed with the alarm. 

That explained why he had found the 
garage door and that back door open. 

That was why he hadn’t run into any of the 
troubles he’d expected. 

Where, he asked himself, was this person 
now? 

If the Siamese was any gauge of the situa¬ 
tion, the person couldn’t be much more than 
ten feet away at this very moment! 

And there wasn’t much that he, personally, 
could do about it. 

Acting as a foxhole for ten pounds of 
frightened, steel-muscled barb-clawed cat, 
Asey decided, was just about the equivalent 
of a strait jacket. 

While he theoretically had more freedom of 
movement, a strait jacket wouldn’t be lined 
with the little razor blades now biting into 
his shoulder and his neck every time he took 
a breath! 

“Who do you think killed her, Kemper?” 
Elsie said suddenly. 

“My dear, I don’t know!” 

Asey felt his jaw drop. 

Steward wasn’t acting. That wasn’t a stage 
line! 

The man had spoken the truth, and Asey 
knew it. Sometimes, he thought, you couldn’t 
be mistaken! 

“I can’t think,” Steward went on heavily. 
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“I honestly can’t think of anyone who would 
actually profit by her death. Except us. I 
honestly can’t imagine who could have 
wanted to kill her. If only she had been 
robbed, I might be able to understand it. 
Otherwise, I can only think that it was all 
some frightful mistake—by the way, d’you 
happen to remember a topaz and diamond 
flower pin of Ann’s?” 

“Yes, indeed,” Elsie said. “You mean that 
pair she often wore on her coat lapels?” 

“A pair?” 

I F Steward hadn’t asked that, Asey 
thought, he would have, himself. 

“Yes. Brian gave them to her—oh, years 
ago. When they first met. She was always 
very fond of those pins. Why do you ask 
about them, Kemper?” 

“Because Dr. Horner asked me about them, 
apropos of his theory that some looter was 
responsible for killing her. I’m afraid,” 
Steward said, “that I rather snapped back at 
his suggestion. I said that only a very idiotic 
looter would take one pin—I didn’t know it 
was one of a pair, actually, you know I never 
notice that sort of thing—and leave behind 
another pin, and her watch, and her money. 
But now that I’ve had time to think it over, 
I’m not so sure he may not be on the right 
track. Some of the thievery has been very 
selective—it was a smart looter who took 
only those first editions from Logan’s.” 

“Wien you don’t think Mayo killed her?” 
Elsie asked. “Didn’t you ever?” 

“No, never, not for a moment. I can think 
of no earthly reason why he should have. Of 
course, Hanson and the natives are all excited 
over some old threat Mayo made against 
King, years ago, and it certainly would be 
very foolish of me to dissuade them from 
any such thoughts. But,” Steward said, “the 
cold fact remains that you and I profit, my 
dear. And no one else does!” 

“You never liked her, did you, Kemper?” 
“Ann? No. No,” Steward said, “she never 
let anyone get close enough to her to like 
her, or dislike her. You know that your¬ 
self. You’ve tried since she was a little child, 
since her mother died, but you couldn’t 
scratch the surface!” 

“But she was generous, and charitable—” 
“She was very generous, and very chari¬ 
table,” Steward interrupted. “I always said 
so. She gave things very freely, in her way. 
She worked very hard at it. But I know less 
about her than I know about that damned 
paper hanger. And I feel less!” 

“Really, Kemper!” 

“When Hanson led me to her this after¬ 
noon, I thought of all the things I ought to 
be feeling,” Steward said, “and wasn’t. I was 
sorry, desperately sorry for her, and that was 


absolutely all. I wasn’t sorry about those 
bonds of hers. I didn’t feel any regret for 
what I’d done. I still don’t—what? Oh, not 
now. That will all be smoothed over now. 
But Ann could have helped me when I asked 
her to. You know that King would have. He 
would have understood. Ann didn’t, or didn’t 
choose to. I suppose if her being the way she 
was could be blamed on anyone, the fault was 
King’s entirely. He—” 

The cat suddenly tore his claws from 
Asey’s shoulders, leapt to the floor, and scut¬ 
tled into the living room as if he were being 
pursued by a pack of large and very hungry 
dogs. 

“Zanies!” Elsie said. “Come here, dar¬ 
ling—see Kemper, look at the poor lamb! 
He’s frightened again! He’s simply trembling 
like a leaf! Come, Zanies, come here—Kem¬ 
per, something's awfully wrong! Do go put 
on some lights and take a look around, 
please! You can’t look at this cat and tell me 
that everything’s perfectly all right! I know 
it isn’t!” 

As he heard Steward’s approaching foot¬ 
steps, Asey ducked from where he had been 
standing, outside the living-room doorway, 
into a long hall. 

Then, as a thousand lights seemed to flash 
on all at once, he slipped into the first open 
doorway that was at hand. 

Before Steward had snapped on those 
fights, Asey’s eyes had been accustomed to 
the darkness. But now he couldn’t distin¬ 
guish anything in the room in which he found 
himself. 

He had no sense of its shape, or its size, or 
the location of its furniture. 

There was no longer any reason for him to 
avoid Steward, he thought as he put out a 
groping hand. Except that if he announced 
his presence to Steward, he would also an¬ 
nounce it to this mysterious intruder. Per¬ 
haps, if Steward ran into the fellow, he 
might be glad of some unexpected help. 

His hand touched a table, and moved onto 
the back of a chair. 

As he started to take a tentative step away 
from the vicinity of the doorway, he was 
grabbed, and once again picked up like a 
baby. 

“Steward!” he yelled at the top of his 
lungs. “In here! Here!” 

This time, he thought, he wasn’t going to 
be tossed around like a beanbag. 

This time, things were going to be different. 

And they were, too. 

By the time Steward snapped on the fights 
of the room, Asey and the iron-muscled in¬ 
truder were having it out in the center of 
the floor. 

This time was different! 

This time, someone else was going to get 
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tossed around, Asey thought with satisfac¬ 
tion! And probably someone else would have, 
too, if Steward hadn’t swung his blackthorn 
stick at just the wrong moment. 

CHAPTER IX 

ASEY waked up in the mid- 
c ^ e a daisies with 

a bright noonday sun shin- 
ing down in his eyes. 

L ^-<r— Then young Dr. Horner's 

ip» Itegf face blotted out the sun, 

n tF and Asey closed his eyes 

Y^_ and told himself he knew it 

ySF / \ had been a chandelier, all 
V_ > < ) along, and that the field of 

daisies was a white polar 
bear rug. He could feel the fur against the 
back of his hand. 

Then the fur began to lick his fingers. 

“Zanies!” Elsie Steward said. “Zanies, do 
come away from him! Come here, Zanies! I 
can’t understand it. He simply hasn’t left 
Mr. Mayo’s side, do you realize that, Kem¬ 
per? Ordinarily he doesn’t like strangers at 
all. Particularly strange men. He thinks 
they’re all veterinarians,” she added, “ever 
since he had that tooth pulled. Zanies, stop 
bothering him!” 

Zanies ignored her. 

“Well, doc, what about it?” Hanson's voice 
sounded oddly brisk. “How is he? How's he 
coming? I thought he blinked just then.” 

“He’s all right!” Horner said. “He’s all 
right, as I've told you some seventy thousand 
times before! He’s coming out of it, he’s 
perfectly all right!” 

“Looks terrible to me!” Hanson said. 

“You wouldn’t look any better, chum, if 
you’d been belted with a blackthorn stick— 
listen, can’t you stop hovering and fretting 
for just a minute?” Horner demanded. “I’ll 
admit I have no control over this cat. He’s 
made up his mind to hover and fret, and 
that’s that. But you are in the way, if you 
don’t mind my saying so. Go pick up the rest 
of the baubles! Go on. Hanson. Go hunt up 
some more diamonds!” 

“We got ’em all.” 

“Well, pop outdoors and hunt up the fel¬ 
lows, then. Go search—” 

“My boys are scouring—” 

“Oh, that word again!” Horner said. “I 
wish you’d stop saying it! Can’t you ever do 
anything but scour, for the love of God? 
Can’t you break down and actually find 
somebody once in a while? All evening long 
you’ve been scouring around for Asey, and 
he had to catch a haymaker before you 
caught up with him! Go on, Hanson, go out 
and find the nice looter!” 

“Look, we got here as fast as we could, 
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didn’t we?” Hanson said. “We came as soon 
as Steward got hold of us! But this guy had 
a head start, didn’t he? Well, the boys are 
doing all they can do, and as well as they 
can—hey, doc, he’s opening his eyes! Hey, 
Asey, you all right? How you feel?” 

“Fine,” Asey said. “Dandy. Just dandy. 
Never felt better in my—ooop!” 

Zanies had jumped up on him, and was 
starting to lick his face. 

“Really!” Elsie Steward said delightedly. 
“I think this is the most amazing thing! Kem¬ 
per, are you watching this? Isn’t this the 
most perfectly amazing thing you ever 
knew?” 

“Frankly.” Steward said, “I think it’s a lot 
more amazing that the total contents of your 
jewel box. and Ann’s too, are intact. I find 
that considerably more amazing than Zanies’ 
sudden passion for Mayo here—” 

“No more of that, now!” Hanson said 
sharply. 

“Er—no more of what?” Steward asked. 

“You know! I told you! Mayo didn’t have 
anything to do with your old diamonds, and 
don’t.” Hanson said menacingly, “don’t you 
go insinuating that he did, see? I won’t have 
any more of it!” 

“I didn’t—” Steward began. 

“Don’t!” Hanson interrupted crisply. “Doc, 
can’t you get that cat off him?” 

“If you want to try, I’ve got plenty of 
iodine in my bag,” Horner said. “I’m not 
touching him. I’ve learned my lesson! Asey, 
Zanies won’t move for anyone, but perhaps 
if you gently told him that you preferred him 
on the. floor beside you—” 

“Zanies,” Asey said, “sit down beside me, 
there’s a good cat.” 

Zanies promptly obeyed. 

“I never saw anything like it! It’s simply 
amazing! But,” Elsie Steward added casually, 
“it was all insured, wasn’t it, Kemper?” 

“The jewelry?” Steward had no difficulty 
in picking up her conversational thread. 
“Yes. of course. We shouldn’t have lost—" 

“I don’t want any more talk about it!” 
Hanson said. “Not another word! I mean 
it! Asey. how do vou reallv feel? Are you 
all right?” 

“Sure, I’m feelin’ better,” Asey said. “I 
don’t know as I got any overpowerin’ desire 
to play first base for the Dodgers right away, 
but I'm recoverin’. What happened, any¬ 
way?” 

“Your friend—” Steward said, but Hanson 
wouldn’t permit him to continue. 

“There you go again! Now, listen to me— 
whoever he was, he wasn’t Asey’s friend, 
see? Once and for all, don’t you say again 
that Asey had anything to do with this jewel 
thief, or looter, or whatever you want to call 
him! You hear me?” 
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“I hear you,” Steward said, “and I’m sure 
people in the village managed to catch every 
word, too.” 

“You know what Steward here thought, 
Asey?” Hanson gave no indication of know¬ 
ing that he had just been slightly rebuked. 
“He thought you and the jewel thief were in 
cahoots! He had the nerve to call me and say 
he’d got one of the thieves—meaning you! 
Can you beat that? Can you tie that one?” 

Asey looked at Horner, who was biting his 
lip, and at Steward, who was very red in the 
face, and at Elsie Steward, smiling at him 
pleasantly. 

T HEN he looked up at Hanson, scowling 
with honest indignation. 

“Wa-el,” he said, “maybe Mr. Steward 
didn’t know me, that’s all.” 

“He recognized you! He knew who you 
were! And he still thought.” Hanson paused 
to shake his head in disbelief. “I can’t get 
over it! He still thought you were a thief!” 

“May I point out,” Steward said in re¬ 
strained tones, “that you told me that he was 
a murderer? Under the circumstances, I 
quite fail to see why there should be all this 
rather melodramatic to-do merely because I 
referred to him, whether inadvertently or 
otherwise hardly matters, as one of the 
looters!” 

“Listen, I know Asey!” Hanson said. “He 
might maybe kill someone—though I never 
actually called him a murderer, see? But— 
he wouldn’t steal!” 

“My dear good man,” Steward returned, 
“there on the table are two jewel cases whose 
contents you have had a chance to see, your¬ 
self. I came into this room, turned on the 
lights, and there were the cases on the floor, 
and there was Mayo—” 

“Fighting your thief for you, wasn’t he?” 
Hanson demanded. “Well!” 

“When one finds two quite strange men 
in one’s house, apparently engaged in a 
struggle to the death,” Steward said, “with 
two full jewel cases in the offing, one does 
not immediately jump to the conclusion that 
the man in the black sweater is a bad man, or 
villain, while the man in the duck coat is a 
good man, or hero, valiantly battling to save 
one’s property!” 

“That’s fair enough, Hanson,” Asey said 
quickly. “After all, Mr. Steward barged in 
here an’ found that fellow an’ me fightin’ 
tooth an’ nail, with the loot right out in plain 
sight!” 

“But he knew you. didn’t he? Sure be 
did!” Hanson said. “He knew who you were, 
all right. And if he saw you fighting some¬ 
body, he certainly ought to of been able to 
guess what was going on! Anybody could of 
figured it out from there! It isn’t like he’d 


found you and this other guy with each of 
you holding a jewel case under your arm, and 
both of you holding hands mid cooing at each 
other like doves!” 

“My dear Hanson,” Steward said wearily, 
“just a few hours ago, you were far less 
benevolently disposed toward Mayo, and 
far from convinced of his sterling worth as a 
champion of law, order, and justice. Please 
don’t lose sight of that fact, and please do try 
to be reasonable! I found your murderer 
fighting what seemed to be a fellow thug, 
with my family’s jewels at hand. I drew the 
obvious conclusion, that the two of them— 
please do let me finish, will you? I natural¬ 
ly concluded that the two of them had robbed 
us, and were engaged in a violent quarrel 
over the spoils!” 

“Listen!” Hanson raised his voice. “Listen 
here, Mr. Steward—” 

“You,” Steward outshouted him, “you 
listen to me, Lieutenant Hanson!” 

“Kemper, dear, really!” Elsie Steward 
said. “Must you yell so?” 

“Apparently I must, if I wish to be heard! 
I will not be screamed at, Hanson! I refuse to 
be scolded like a little child for drawing 
quite obvious conclusions from the scene 
which I interrupted. Is that quite clear? 
Good! Now.” Steward went on, “I’ll be very 
honest with you. I did not feel, this after¬ 
noon, that you were being very intelligent or 
very logical in swallowing whole that old 
legend of Mayo’s fieht with King Tinsbury, 
and his threat, and so on. I did not think 
that Mayo killed Ann—” 

“Whvn’t you say so. then?” Hanson inter¬ 
rupted. “Why didn’t you?” 

“You were so very, very positive!” Steward 
said quietly. “If you will only think back, 
my dear fellow, if you will only think back! 
I didn’t agree with you, but after all, this 
sort of thing is your business and your life 
work. It’s not mine. I never pretended to 
know the first thing about the intricacies of 
crime detection. The point I wish to make is 
that while I did not think that Mayo had any¬ 
thing to do with all this, originally, I am now 
far less sure.” 

As Steward paused. Asey looked up at 
him thoughtfully and wondered what the 
man was getting at. 

Hanson, bristling a little, asked him. “What 
d’you mean, anyway?” 

“I have been remembering some things,” 
Steward said, “which I considered un¬ 
important. I saw Mayo this afternoon on the 
shore at the edge of the inlet woods—not 
very long after Ann left the bouse. And I’m 
very sure now that he is the man I chased 
later—I followed him clear to the marsh, 
where I lost all trace of him.” 

“So,” Asey said, “so you were the other 
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slice of bread in that sandwich! Huh! It’s nice 
to have some of that cleared up.” 

“So it was you!” Steward said. “You 
admit it?" 

“Look here, if you saw him in the woods, 
and then again later,” Hanson said, “whyn’t 
you tell me so before this? What was the 
idea? What were you keeping it such a secret 
for?” 

“I wasn’t. I simply didn’t know then who 
he was,” Steward answered promptly. “I 
didn’t know him!” 

“Oh, come now! I told you!” Asey didn’t 
particularly care whether Steward had recog¬ 
nized him or not, but this seemed an excel¬ 
lent place to apply a spot check to all the 
things Steward had said in general. And he 
clearly remembered Steward telling his wife, 
back there in the living room, that he hadn’t 
heard what name the stranger gave. “When 
you asked me for some sort of identification, 

I told you my name was Mayo. Don’t you 
remember that?" 

“But you weren’t wearing the clothes I 
have always associated in my mind with 
Asey Mayo!” Steward said without hesita¬ 
tion. “As a matter of fact, I actually didn’t 
hear what you said your name was. Later, 
when I chased after you—” 

“Why didn’t you tell me about this be¬ 
fore?” Hanson interrupted. 

“I didn’t think it mattered any! He wasn’t 
wearing the clothes I associate—” 

“Look, if he was stark naked, and you saw 
him or anyone else around the woods there 
at the time she was killed, you’d ought to 
have spoken up and told me so!” Hanson 
said. “If you chased some suspicious person 
later, you’d ought to have told me all about 
that, too. Anyone that was around there 
matters! 

“Whyn’t you mention any of this to me 
before? What’s the idea? Are you trying 
to keep things back, huh?” 

“Not at all! I—” 

“Or,” Hanson went on, “are you just mak¬ 
ing this up as you go along?” 

“I’m telling you the simple truth!” Steward 
protested. “Just the simple truth, that’s all.” 

“Yeah? You told me that you were around 
those inlet woods this afternoon,” Hanson 
said, “but you gave me to understand the 
simple truth was that you were with some of 
the men from the town, looking into the 
looting problem. 

“You never said the simple truth was that 
you were wandering around those woods by 
yourself! Now what I’d like to know is, 
which simple truth is true?” 

“Why, I—er—I—” 

Steward finally hesitated. 

Asey looked up at Horner quickly, and 
saw that the doctor had noticed too. 
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O HAD Elsie Steward. But she wasn’t 
looking nervously at her husband, or 
biting her underlip, or tearing her handker¬ 
chief to shreds. She just leaned against the 
arm of a chair, and watched the cat. 

“Why, I—er—” Steward said again. 

“I thought so!” Hanson said with triumph. 
“I thought so! Can’t quite make up your mind 
if what you said first was true, and you were 
with the men all the time, or if all this stuff 
about seeing Asey all over the place is true, 
in which case you got some explaining to do, 
yourself!” 

Steward was in an awkward position, Asey 
thought to himself. 

After so carefully planning just what he 
was going to say, and just how much of the 
truth he intended to divulge, and just how 
he was going to color it, Steward was now 
slightly hoist with his own petard. Although 
these additional entries of his were the plain 
and simple truth, they none the less sounded 
odd when superimposed on his original 
version of the truth. 

Smarter people than Steward had got 
themselves into just the same jam. But 
Steward’s face looked as if the end of the 
world was advancing rapidly up the gravel 
driveway outside. 

“All your talk about that misunderstanding 
you had with the girl,” Hanson went on. 
“Simple truth of that wouldn’t be that you’d 
had a fight with her, would it? Suppose you 
just run over that part of the simple truth 
again for me, right now!” 

Steward ran through it glibly enough. 

“In short,” he concluded, “I felt that Ann’s 
duty was to stay home in this country, and 
look after her own affairs!” 

“Okay,” Hanson said. “Then what did you 
do after she left? What time did you leave 
here? When did you meet the men down at 
the inlet beach? When did you meet Asey by 
the woods—if you did! What happened then? 
When did you chase Asey—if you did! Let’s 
us get our teeth right into this, Mr. Steward!” 

Steward went through Hanson’s questions 
one by one, naming the names of the men 
he’d been with, and earnestly attempting to 
give the approximate time of his every move¬ 
ment. 

Asey thought he couldn’t have done much 
better if he had been on the witness stand. 

But Hanson wasn’t satisfied, and he said 
so. 

“Up to the time you started to try and 
throw suspicion at Asey,” he said, “you 
sounded pretty good to me. That was a good, 
honest-sounding story you had!” 

“I repeat, I’ve told you the simple truth," 
Steward said. “I didn’t think to tell you 
about meeting Mayo because until I saw him 
here in his—er—more publicized clothes, I 
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honestly didn’t realize that he was the man 
I’d seen this afternoon. As for my chasing 
after him, he was only one of half a dozen 
we chased. I didn’t think anything of it— 
until I realized that the man I’d chased to the 
marsh was also the same man I’d spoken to 
earlier, and that the man I’d spoken to earlier 
was Mayo! You know very well that after 
the petty thievery that’s been going on here 
recently, it’s almost automatic to chase any¬ 
one who’s running—we’ve recovered a num¬ 
ber of small items that way. But I’ve been 
perfectly honest with you, I assure you, Lieu¬ 
tenant Hanson!” 

“Well,” Hanson said with a touch of irony, 
“now I’ll be perfectly honest with you, Mr. 
Steward! I never gave you a moment’s 
thought this afternoon. But now that I’ve 
thought you over, I’ve come to about the 
same conclusion you’ve reached about Asey. 
I’m a whole lot less sure about you!” 

“May I ask why?” 

“The minute I looked at the outside of this 
place here,” Hanson said, “something seemed 
to strike me. I begun to wonder about you.” 

Asey smiled. He knew exactly what Han¬ 
son meant. 

“And then.” Hanson said, “I saw all those 
lobster pot buoys out in your garage, while 
my men and I were hunting around for the 
guy that got away. Couldn’t have had a buoy 
with Mayo’s name on it, could you? And 
maybe it’s also the simple truth that the bulk 
of the Tinsbury girl’s estate doesn’t go entire¬ 
ly to charity, huh?” 

“You mean.” Steward said with a sigh of 
resignation, “that you are now putting me in 
the place—er—formerly occupied by Mayo? 
Is that it?” 

“I mean that there certainly seems to be 
plenty of things,” Hanson said, “that you and 
I are going to go into!” 

“Before you start,” Asey said as he got to 
his feet, “let me get straightened out on the 
story of what happened, will you? I was 
mixin’ it up with that fellow, an’ Steward 
waved his blackthorn stick at the place 
where my head happened to be at the time— 
an’ then what?” 

Steward raised his right hand, and Asey 
noticed for the first time that it was band¬ 
aged. 

“He went for me.” he said, “in a sort of 
flying tackle. I would have sworn that I was 
going to crack his skull with my stick, but 
somehow—er—” 

“I know,” Asey said sympathetically. 
“When he an’ I first got together this after¬ 
noon, I would’ve sworn I was goin’ to wrap 
him around his own r.eck like a scarf. I 
ended up in a mudhole.” 

“As I went down, my hand caught the glass 
lamp,” Steward pointed to the shattered 


fragments which had been brushed into a 
corner of the room, “and I cut myself rather 
badly. He went dashing out into the hall 
past Elsie, leaving the jewel cases behind. I 
will have to admit that I didn’t recognize 
you,” he added, “until Elsie was bandaging 
me up a few minutes later. Then I called 
Hanson, and asked him to bring along the 
doctor. The rest I believe you know.” 

“Couldn’t have been the simple truth that 
you really meant to crack Asey’s skull—” 
Hanson began. 

“Hold it,” Asey said. “I want to know 
what that fellow looked like. I was a little too 
busy to notice him much in the split second 
between the light goin’ on an’ me goin’ out 
like one. Will you describe him for me, Mr. 
Steward?” 

“He was wearing a black sweater,” 
Steward said, “and he was dark. Dark hair. 
And quite tanned.” 

“But what did he look like?” Asey per¬ 
sisted. 

“I’m afraid that’s all I can tell you,” 
Steward said. “I should know him if I saw 
him again, of course, but I can’t add any 
more detail.” 

“Mrs. Steward,” Asey said, “did you notice 
him at all?” 

“Oh, I just had the merest glimpse of him, 
really,” she said, “as he went rushing past 
me in the hall on his way to the front door. 
He was no one I’d ever seen before—around 
here, or anywhere else. He was quite tall— 
about your height, Mr. Mayo, perhaps even 
a little taller. Not stocky, but still rather 
muscular and burly looking. He wore dark 
trousers—Kemper, dear, what’s that suit of 
yours I always liked so much? We gave it 
away to the Russians—or was it the Poles?— 
last winter.” 

“Covert.” Steward said. 

“Dark gray covert trousers,” Elsie said. 
“I’ve been trying to remember the name of 
that material. Almost black. And he wore a 
black sweater with a round neck. And I 
think no shirt underneath. His face,” she 
paused and frowned, “well, it wasn’t really 
what one thinks of as thuggish, if you know 
what I mean. His eyebrows were rather 
heavy, and his nose was rather aquiline. I 
don’t quite know how to describe it. but he 
ran—well there was an elasticity to the way 
he moved. A co-ordination. I think he was 
probably around twenty-six or twenty- 
eight. I do wish I could tell you more,” she 
concluded. “But of course I didn’t really get 
a very good look at him.” 

H ORNER coughed, and avoided Asey’s 
eyes. 

“I think,” Asey said, “that we’ll know him 
if we see him again. Thank you. Hanson, that 
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fellow’s your real professional looter, I think. 
I’m sure he’s the fellow I ran into in the 
woods this afternoon, the one that led me 
such a chase. First he cracked branches to 
let me know he was there, an’ then he led 
me on an’ on. I think I understand why, 
now.” 

Hanson said he was sure that he didn’t 
understand any of it. 

“Remember bootleggin’ days?” Asey asked. 
“I wonder if someone isn’t maybe tryin’ to 
hijack this fellow, an’ he knows it, an’ is 
on guard. Or else he sensibly realizes he’s 
very easy pickin’s for a good hijacker, an’ 
is on his guard anyway. Seein’ me in my 
city clothes, I’ll wager he thought I was some¬ 
one he knew. Or else he wanted to get a good 
close-up look at me. I can’t think of any 
other reasons for his leadin’ me on. An’ then 
when he found out I wasn’t who he thought, 
or anyone he knew, he let me go—if you 
could call it that.” 

He leaned back against the black marble 
mantel, and thought about Ann’s topaz pin 
that had been one of a pair. He wanted to 
bring that up, but he didn’t want the Stew¬ 
ards to know quite yet that he had heard 
their conversation. He was going to save the 
gleanings of his eavesdropping to use as a 
weapon when someone—either Hanson or 
Steward—finally got around to the question 
he’d been waiting for. 

He shifted his position against the mantel— 
when Zanies used his claws, he put his soul 
into the gesture, and the scratches on his 
shoulders were far more painful, Asey 
decided, than the aftermath of that more 
spectacular crack on the head. One small 
gash on his collarbone was particularly an¬ 
noying. It seemed to bite him every time he 
moved. 

“I wish,” Horner said suddenly, “that you’d 
stop swaying gently, and sit down, Asey!” 

“I’m all right,” Asey said with perfect 
honesty. “I’m fine. Only thing—” 

“You’re going home and go beddy-bye, 
you know,” Homer interrupted, “just in case 
you happen to be harboring any mad 
thoughts about staggering around and detect¬ 
ing—no, don’t protest! This is my depart¬ 
ment! I’m going to put you to bed. And have 
Jennie stand guard over you with a rolling 
pin. You took the hell of a wallop, and you 
needn’t think you’re going to do any more 
dashing around tonight. You’re not!” 

Asey grinned. 
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“I mean it!” Horner said. 

“I'd sort of forgot, doc,” Asey said gently, 
“that you was so awful young! Your uncle’d 
know better than to tell me anythin’ like 
that. An’ after all,” he shot a quick look at 
Hanson, “I can’t do much of anythin’ any¬ 
way till I find out whether or not I’m bein’ 
—uh—held for future reference. There isn’t 
a mite less evidence against me now than 
there was. In fact, there’s a mite more, if 
you add Mr. Steward’s verification of my 
bein’ so near the scene of the crime this 
afternoon!” 

“Oh, Kemper didn’t mean to insinuate any¬ 
thing like that, I’m sure!” Elsie said. “Look 
at the way Zanies has taken to him, Kemper! 
You certainly can’t think of him as—er— 
really. I know he doesn’t, Mr. Mayo!” 

“I do dislike to appear so crass and so 
stubborn in this universal and widespread 
reversal of feeling in regard to Mr. Mayo, 
my dear,” Steward said blandly. “It’s very 
reactionary of me, I’m sure. But there re¬ 
mains, after all, one rather important question 
which has not been thoroughly explained.” 

Asey grinned. 

It was finally coming. 

“What’s that?” Hanson demanded. “What 
question?” 

“Exactly what was Mr. Mayo doing here 
in this house, if he didn’t come with the 
looter?” Steward returned. “Either Mayo 
came with him, or he didn’t. You seem to 
feel it’s impossible for Mayo to have any 
connection whatsoever with this fellow, and 
of course, it’s quite possible that you may be 
right. I dare say you are. But it hasn’t been 
explained to me what he was doing here—if 
he came by himself!” 

“I was listenin’,” Asey said quickly, before 
Hanson had a chance to speak. 

‘‘What? What’s that?” 

Steward didn’t merely look surprised and 
bewildered, he looked aghast. 

“Listenin’. An’ I’m sure,” Asey said, “if I 
stood over you an’ cracked a whip, 1 
couldn’t possibly have found out a bit more 
than I did. As you pointed out, you seem to 
be about the only people who really stand 
to profit any by Ann Tinsbury’s death.” 

He presented himself with a little mental 
pat on the back for having held in until now 
about his eavesdropping. 

There wasn’t, he thought with a certain 
amount of relief, going to be any more loose 
talk from Kemper Steward on the topic of 
what he had been doing, creeping around 
King Tinsbury’s house! 

There wasn’t going to be any belligerent 
backtalk from Hanson, either, although he 
had a bona fide charge of breaking and enter¬ 
ing in the nighttime, if he had happened to 
want to take full advantage of it. 
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Steward was far too disturbed to attempt 
any further attacks or insinuations. 

A ND Hanson was apparently far too 
interested in what was going on to con¬ 
sider bothering with the breaking and enter¬ 
ing issue. Asey rather even doubted if its 
possibilities had occurred to him. 

“Listening?” Steward sounded as if he still 
couldn’t believe the testimony of his own 
ears. “You were listening to me? To Elsie 
and me? To us? In the living room? You 
heard?” 

Asey nodded. 

Almost unconsciously, he suddenly moved 
from where he had been standing by the fire¬ 
place to the center of the room, under the 
chandelier. 

And just as unconsciously, Hanson moved 
aside for him. 

Young Dr. Horner, after a swift look 
around, decided that he was the only person 
there who grasped the significance of that 
small shift in position. 

It was his firm impression that Asey had 
just taken over command of this business, 
lock, stock, and barrel. 

“If—if you heard that conversation in the 
living room,” Steward paused and moistened 
his lips, “then you know the truth.” 

“Uh-huh,” Asey said. “After a fashion. 
I heard the truth—Zanies, you leave my 
ankles alone! No, you can’t jump up on me, 
either! I heard the truth as it’d be spoken by 
someone who seemed pretty sure he was 
goin’ to get accused of murder, sooner or 
later. I know your openin’ gambit, as you 
might say. I know your future propaganda 
plans—an’ you know now that you made a 
real bad tactical error in figurin’ you could 
connect me up with your jewel thief, an’ so 
make me out even more of a criminal than 
Hanson ever dreamed I was. You didn’t 
succeed in pilin’ a little crime onto a big one 
an’ makin’ everythin’ look more awful. You 
just made it a little silly for anyone to think 
of me as a nasty criminal at all. Didn’t you?” 
“You heard the truth!” 

“An’ by tryin’ to locate me more accurate- 
like, in the inlet woods this afternoon,” Asey 
went on, “you’ve gone an’ placed yourself 
more accurate, haven’t vou? Uh-huh, I 
understand your policy of insinuation’ sus¬ 
picion around, all right, after listenin’ to you. 
An’ I hope you understand now just how 
hard that sort of thing can backfire!” 

“I tell you, you heard the truth!” Steward 
repeated stubbornly. 

“Could be, I s’pose.” Asey’s voice had a 
purring note which Hanson recognized and 
pricked up his ears at, and which caused 
Zanies to look tip at him with renewed ad¬ 
miration. “Could be. Only I don’t think I 


heard all of it, did I, Mrs. Steward?” 

“Why,” she said, “not—” 

“No, Elsie, no!” Steward swung around and 
faced ber. “No! Don’t tell! Don’t—” 

“That’s all,” Asey said as he broke off. 
“That’s all I wanted to find out, really. I 
wasn’t a bit sure there was any more, but 
now I know there is.” 

Steward stared at him speechlessly. 

“Furthermore,” Asey said gently, “I’m 
not even goin’ to try an’ worm it out of you. 
Because I think you’re goin’ to tell me, all 
by yourself. I think you’re goin’ to be real 
glad to.” 

He looked from Steward to Hanson, and 
then back to Steward. 

Then he smiled. 

“Uh-huh,” he said, “I think I can easily 
foresee the time when you’ll practically come 
to me on your hands an’ knees, maybe even 
pushin’ a peanut with your nose for good 
measure, just to get to me, an’ tell me. Now, 
I’m goin’—can I, Hanson?” 

“You’re going home to bed!” Hanson said. 
“Oh, yes you are, too! Doctor’s orders. You 
heard what he said. Bed for you!” 

“But—” 

“Look, you can’t hardly stand up on your 
two feet! I been watching you,” Hanson said. 
“You can’t fool me. 1 know! You’re trying 
hard, I’ll grant you that, but I can guess how 
bad you feel. And you don’t look so good, 
either. And you’re twitchy. Don’t you think 
he’s twitchy?” he asked Horner. 

“Listen here, the only trouble with me is a 
little scratch, that’s all!” Asey said. “It 
feels—” 

“Oh, come now, Iron Man!” Horner said 
lightly. “Come, come now! Any more of 
that ‘little scratch’ business, and I’ll consider 
you delirious, and treat you accordingly! 
From where I’m standing, that lump on your 
cranium doesn’t resemble any bitsy little 
scratch, you know! On the contrary, there’s 
something about your profile that’s slightly 
reminiscent of a two-headed marvel I once 
saw in a circus side show!” 

“I know,” Asey said. “It feels like some- 
one’d hung a boxin’ glove up there. But—it 
don’t hurt! I haven’t even got a headache! 
It don’t bother me at all! It’s only that little 
scratch—” 

“Come along!” Horner said briskly. “I’m 
driving you home! And leave us not argue 
about it! I don’t feel a bit like arguing, and 
concussion is a dull subject. Come on—oh. 
I forgot. I haven’t got my car!” 

“You can take mine,” Hanson said. “Sam’ll 
drive you. That’s the best way. You can go 
home with Asey, and then after you’re sure 
he’s okay. Sam can drop you off at Cum¬ 
mings’s. Then he can bring the car back here, 
and—” 
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“Zanies!” Elsie said. “Oh, dear, darling, 
you shouldn’t! That’s the doctor’s nice bag— 
I’m terribly sorry, Doctor Horner, it’s not 
that he’s vicious or hungry or anything like 
that, but he loves to chew leather, and partic¬ 
ularly old leather, like thafrbag strap. Zanies, 
darling, stop it!” 

“Asey,” Horner said, “have you any in¬ 
fluence? I am deeply attached to that bag— 
hey, you, no!” he added as the cat started to 
climb into the bag. “No, you don’t! Get out 
of that!” 

He reached down to remove Zanies. 

A second later, his hand was bleeding from 
his wrist to the tip of his forefinger. 


“OH, DEAR!” Elsie said. 
“Oh, dear, I’m terribly 
sorry, I do hope you’re not 
badly hurt—Kemper, get 
the iodine, quickly! Oh, 
there’s some in your bag 
isn’t there, Doctor Horner? 
May I—” 

“Don’t bother,” Homer 
said with a laugh. “It isn’t 
as bad as it looks, really.” 
He wiped the back of his hand with his 
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pocket handkerchief. “Er—just a scratch, to 
coin a phrase.” 

“But a little iodine—” 

“It’s quite all right, really!” 

“Zanies didn’t mean to!” Elsie said de¬ 
fensively. “I know he didn’t!” 

“Oh, I’m sure he didn’t! Probably his mind 
was on something else entirely. Some other 
cat, say. Or the meat situation.” Horner 
smiled suddenly, and Asey thought it was 
about time he sensed that his irony wasn’t 
going over too well with Elsie Steward. “Of 
course, it was probably my own fault. I 
probably didn’t approach him properly. Or 
from the right side, or something.” 

“Well, if you don’t mind my saying so,” 
Elsie returned, “you really didn’t. You 
pounced, you know. Of course I understand 
how you must have felt about your—what is 
that word, Kemper? Not exactly clean?” 

“Sterile?” Steward suggested helpfully. 

“That’s it. Your sterile bag, and all that. 
But cats like Zanies are quite sensitive, and 
they simply will not be pounced on. It’s fatal. 
They always react—oh, dear, Kemper! Now 
he’s made up his mind to follow you, Mr. 
Mayo!” 

“Zanies, I’ll see you tomorrow!” Asey said. 
“I might even break down an’ bring you some 
of Joe’s catnip hoard from the shed if you 
behave like a good cat—go on, now, leave me 
be! Behave!” 

Zanies looked up at him sulkily, and then 
began to mew. 

“Hush, now! Pipe down that plaintive talk!” 
Asey said. “Stop sulkin’!” He turned politely 
to the Stewards. “Good night! You know, 
Mrs. Steward, I’m sort of sorry that you 
never happened to meet my cousin Jennie, 
who keeps house for me.” 

“I’ve heard Ann speak of her. She was 
running that bazaar this afternoon, wasn’t 
she?” 

“Uh-huh.” Asey paused in the doorway 
and grinned. “You are the only other person 
I ever met,” he said, “who has Jennie’s ability 
to notice people casually in passin’. Doc 
Cummings always refers to it as a photo¬ 
graphic sense of detail, or camera mind. 
Jennie is also very fond of cats, too. Good 
night!” 

“Good ni—oh, Zanies, come back here! 
Kemper, he’s following Mr. Mayo again— 
can’t you do something? Where’s his har¬ 
ness? He simply won’t mind me—” 

Before Asey was able to leave, Zanies had 
to be confined in his traveling cage. 

His plaintive yowlings were audible even 
outside on the front steps. 

“Gee, what a beast!” Hanson said as he 
and Horner and Asey started down the gravel 
walk. “Listen—you can still hear him! Me, 
I’d as soon think of keeping a tiger in my 


house! Say, doc, will you hop ahead and yell 
for Sam?” 

“Yell where?” Horner demanded shortly. 

“Oh, just yell around. Anywhere down 
there by the garage,” Hanson said. “Down 
around there. Thanks,” he added as an after¬ 
thought. 

“Don’t mention it, I’m sure!” Homer re¬ 
torted. “But you could have achieved the 
same effect by saying pointedly that you 
wanted to talk to Asey alone, you know! 
I’m quite susceptible to little hints!” 

Hanson shook his head as the doctor strode 
off in the direction of the garage. 

“These guys just out of the service are a 
little touchy sometimes, aren’t they?” he 
remarked. 

“Wa-el,” Asey said, “we’re so used to 
workin’ with Doc Cummings, I suppose any¬ 
one any younger seems like an errand boy to 
us, kind of.” 

“I never meant to boss him, Asey!” Han¬ 
son said honestly. 

“I know. An’ I haven’t meant to treat him 
like a little kid, either,” Asey said. “But I’m 
willin’ to bet we’ve both goaded him a little. 
He seems to know his business all right.” 

Hanson nodded. “He was talking with 
Doane, down at the drugstore, about open¬ 
ing his own office in New York after Cum¬ 
mings comes back from his vacation. Said 
that was why he’d offered to take over here 
now for the doc. because he was waiting for 
this new equipment of his to be installed, and 
all, and he thought practicing down here for 
a few weeks would be good experience, and 
like a rest for him, too. Say, Asey. Say 
—uh—” 

“That’s all right,” Asey said quickly. “I 
knew you wouldn’t cling to that notion for- 

“Honestly,” Hanson said, “I can’t exactly 
explain it, but it sounded awfully sensible to 
me! Not at first. At first it was just another 
idea, but then—honestly, I can’t put it into 
words! I can’t explain it to you. First one 
person came and told me all about that fight 
you’d had with Tinsbury, and what you 
threatened him, and all. And then another 
person. And then another, and another. And 
every time somebody else told me, why, it 
got to seeming more sensible! I’m not trying 
to say it was all their fault. It was mine, too. 
But those other people had something to do 
with it—gee, I wish I could make you see 
what I mean! It did make sense!” 

“I think I got an idea of what you’re drivin’ 
at,” Asey said. “Cummings lent me a book 
once—called Extraordinary Popular Delu¬ 
sions, and the Madness of Crowds, or some¬ 
thing like that. It’s what you might sum up 
as ‘Monkey See, Monkey Do,’ on a big scale. 
Read it some day. It’s just about the sort of 
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thing that you ran into, in a small way.” 

“Why,” Hanson said wonderingly, “it 
sounds crazy to me now—but for a while 
there, I got to feeling I was dead right, and 
you had murdered Ann Tinsbury!” 

SEY chuckled. 

“It sounds crazy to me, now, but for a 
while there I felt some of it, myself,” he said. 
“After I’d been told by a little girl that of 
course everyone knew I was guilty—except 
her papa, who was a mite queer anyway— 
why, I took to sneakin’ through back yards 
like I’d committed every crime on the books. 
It’s catchin’.” 

“I’ll say! I didn’t start to snap out of it 
until Steward as good as called you a looter 
and a thief,” Hanson said. “That cracked it. 
I said to myself you weren’t anything of the 
kind, and I knew it. Look, what’re we going 
to do about Steward? I don’t want to go off 
half-cocked any more!” 

“I sort of wish,” Asey said, “that you’d 
stay here a while, an’ just ask him questions. 
Ask, an’ ask, an’ ask, an’ ask.” 

“Okay. What about, though?” 

“The same things you already been askin’ 
him. Just keep on with ’em. Ask ’em over 
an’ over. Be polite with him. Don’t even 
raise your voice. But wear him down. Make 
him feel it’ll be a holy relief for him to tell 
me of his own accord whatever it is he’s 
holdin’ back. An’ when you go, by the way,” 
Asey added, “be sure an’ leave someone be¬ 
hind here to look after that pair. I think 
they really ought to have a guard.” 

“They wouldn’t dare to run away—oh, I 
get your angle,” Hanson said. “You mean 
because of this looter, and all those diamonds, 
huh? What do you think about that fellow, 
anyway?” 

“It seems to be the consensus that there’s 
been some very selective lootin’ goin’ on,” 
Asey said. “My guess is that this lad’s re¬ 
sponsible for it. The first edition an’ antiques 
end, I mean. Not just the cookstoves an’ the 
porch furniture division.” 

“Some bright boy from the city, huh?” 
Hanson asked. 

Asey shook his head. 

“Oh, he must be!” Hanson said. “You 
didn’t recognize him. he apparently didn’t 
recognize you this afternoon, the Stewards 
didn’t know him!” 

“I still don’t think he’s any city slicker,” 
Asey said. “He knows his way around this 
town pretty good. He knew the inlet woods, 
an’ he knew enough about the marsh to 
catch me there, by the bridge.” 

“What bridge?” 

“You’re provin’ my point for me,” Asey 
told him. “You know more or less about the 
town, as much as most natives, but you don’t 
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know enough about the marsh to know about 
that old bridge! An’ he sure knew his way 
around the Tinsbury house! Knew there was 
an alarm system, knew just how to silence it. 
Even knew just where the front door was, 
an’ went straight for it when he made his 
emergency exit—that’s a lot more than I 
could’ve done after enterin’ from the rear, 
on my first visit!” 

“I see what you mean,” Hanson said slowly. 
“But if he was someone who knew this place 
so well, then why didn’t the Stewards know 
who he was?” 

“I keep feelin’ in my bones,” Asey said, 
“that they’d ought to have.” 

“Think he was wearing a disguise, or some¬ 
thing? Oh, after fighting with him, Asey, 
you’d have known if he was wearing a wig 
or a false nose!” 

“I think it’s more a matter of a make-up 
job,” Asey said. “Stain an’ grease paint. But 
I don’t think it would do an earthly bit of 
good to go back an’ confuse the Stewards by 
askin’ if they’d have known him if he was 
blond, say. Hanson, that topaz flower pin in 
the girl's coat lapel was one of a pair. It 
could be that this selective looter would be 
smart enough to take one, an’ leave her 
watch an’ money behind.” 

“Could be, but I don’t like it,” Hanson re¬ 
turned. “It’s too damn smart, if you know 
what I mean.” 

“Uh-huh, I do. It’s almost like someone 
might have taken one pin, an’ hoped that 
we’d speculate about selective looters. Wa- 
el,” Asey said, “I don’t know. Could be she 
just lost it.” 

“Say,” Hanson stopped by the corner of the 
garage, “what do you think about Steward? 
Honestly?” 

Asey turned and looked back toward the 
house. 

“Funny thing,” he said. “When I looked in 
at that couple through a fancy plate-glass 
picture window a while ago, I couldn’t 
imagine ’em guilty of anything more vicious 
than chiselin’ a few dollars off their net in¬ 
come to duck a higher surtax bracket. But 
when you stand here an’ look back at that 
house, an’ think of ’em—” 

“And that cat! And look at those trees!” 
Hanson pointed toward the elms. “They look 
like hands, don’t they? Grabbing—oh, hello, 
Horner. Got Sam at last? Fine. Thanks a 
lot. Now, Asey, go on home and go to bed! 
We can pick this up tomorrow morning!” 

“Uh-huh,” Asey said. 

“I don’t trust you,” Hanson said. “Doc, 
you’ll get tough with him, won’t you?” 

“Tough? With him?” Horner laughed. 

“Yes, tough! What you’re to do,” Hanson 
said, “is to get him into bed. Give him some¬ 
thing to make him sleep, if you have to. Then 
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you can run along home.” 

Asey knew that he hadn’t meant it the way 
he’d said it, but he could feel Horner stiffen. 

“But yes, mon lieutenant!” Horner took 
off his hat and swept the ground with it as 
he bowed low. “But yes! Consider it done, 
but at once, but immediately! And after I’ve 
tucked him in, will there not be any other 
little chores the lieutenant wishes the doctor 
to perform for him, before he runs along 
home himself? Haven’t you a little washing 
I could hang out?” 

“I only—” Hanson began and then stopped 
“I didn’t—that is, I just—” he gave up 
entirely. “No, doc, that’s all, thanks. Good 
night, Asey.” 

The ride back to Asey’s house was very 
quiet indeed. 

Sam, the state cop, was a stranger to Asey, 
and his conversation consisted entirely of re¬ 
quests for road directions. 

Horner, in the back seat, never said a word. 

“Hey, blow your horn!” Asey said sud¬ 
denly. 

Sam obediently blew it, and then looked at 
him curiously. 

“Oh-oh, I’m sorry!” Asey said. “I thought 
that was a car swingin’ out of the side lane, 
but it was only that reflector sign—I forgot 
about that. An’ I didn’t mean to backseat 
drive. Now, you take the next road to the 
right—” 

He greatly doubted if even Horner sus¬ 
pected that the horn had sounded just as they 
were passing by the spot Jennie had referred 
to as where the old icehouse had burned 
down. 

HEN they arrived at Asey’s, Horner got 
out of the car and followed him into the 
kitchen. 

“Look, will you go to bed?” he asked. “I 
mean, I’m hardly going to stand over you 
with a razor strap, but I wish you would. 
Enough so that if you say you won’t, I might 
be inclined to stay here, according to my in¬ 
structions from the excellent lieutenant." 

“I will.” Asey felt that he couldn’t say 
much of anything else. After all, he’d tried 
to make explanations once and got nowhere. 
The story of that little scratch on his collar¬ 
bone wasn’t going to sound any better now. 
“I will. I promise you I’ll go straight up¬ 
stairs.” 

“Good.” Horner paused on the threshold. 
“Sorry I lost my temper,” he said lightly. 
“I’m afraid Hanson has just the slightest 
tendency to burn me up. It’s cumulative, 
unfortunately. The longer I know him, the 
more I seem to mind him.” 

Asey nodded. 

“I understand,” he said. “He could burn 
me sometimes, if I’d let him, and he’s often 


worked your uncle up into a good thick 
lather. Would it make you feel better, or 
brighten your life any to know that Cum¬ 
mings an’ I have both thrown things at him, 
over a period of years?” 

“I feel much better,” Horner said prompt¬ 
ly, “and much less like a fractious child.” 
He laughed. “You know what’s really bright¬ 
ened my way and eased my load and kept me 
amused, during the grimmer moments of 
this first day here?” 

“What?” 

“The fact that I came,” Horner said, “for 
a good rest. Those were the very words I 
used to uncle, and I like to think of him 
screaming with inward laughter. A good 
rest! Wow!” 

“Think nothin’ of it,” Asey returned. “Look 
at me. I come home from the industrial wars, 
as you might say, kind of expectin’ to revel 
in peace an’ calm an’ apple turnovers. Wel¬ 
come Home, Asey Mayo, it said on that ban¬ 
ner. So far, I been labeled a thief an’ a 
looter an’ a murderer, I been driven to 
breakin’ an’ enterin’ in the night, I been 
biffed over the head, tossed into a mudhole, 
clawed by a Siamese cat, an’ gone two brisk 
rough an’ tumble rounds with no holds 
barred.” 

“Condensed in that factual fashion, it’s a 
positively awe-inspiring recital!” Horner 
said. “It’s my obvious duty to give you a 
break and carry you bodily upstairs—I will, 
too, if you’d like. But at least no one’s spent 
the day comparing you unfavorably with 
your uncle, or calling you a cocky little 
whippersnapper. You’ve got that much to be 
thankful for!” 

“Oh, I don’t know,” Asey said. “There 
was one point when a paper hanger I didn’t 
know seemed to be the only friend I had in 
the world. Why, there’ve been times today 
when I’ve caught myself thinkin’ of the Por¬ 
ter Plant kind of wistful, like—the way I 
used to think of home before I got back 
here. In short, as my cousin Syl says, you 
can’t never tell what things ain’t goin’ to 
happen almost any minute. Don’t let Han¬ 
son throw you—good night!” 

He stood in the doorway of the kitchen 
and watched the lights of the police car dis¬ 
appear down the lane. 

Not five minutes later, the jeep came 
bouncing up into the yard. 

“Well!” Jennie said as she bustled in. 
“Well! I hoped it would be you that blew 
the horn, because I was pretty near at my 
wits’ end. And then I realized that it was 
Hanson’s car, so I waited down at the corner 
until I saw it leave—what’s been happen¬ 
ing, for goodness’ sakes? Tell me, quick! 
Are you arrested, or un-arrested, or what? 
What’s happened?” 
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“I I’ll go ask the phone girl what time it is. 


“My status has changed,” Asey said, 
was just sent home to bed.” 

“Now look here, Asey, stop fooling! We 
haven’t got much time! Put it,” Jennie said, 
“into a nutshell! What’s happened?” 

In what amounted to a miracle of brevity, 
Asey summed things up for her. 

“For goodness’ sakes!” Jennie said. “But 
I must say you look all right, except maybe 
a little lumpy around your head. I’ll go get 
the iodine for those cat scratches right away. 
It’s in my desk. If there’s time,” she added 
as she bustled into the dining room, “I’ll 
make you a sandwich. I picked up some food 
—what time is it, anyway? My watch has 
stopped.” 

Asey looked at his own watch. 

Then he held it to his ear. 

Then he shook it. 

“Seems to be somethin’ wrong with mine, 
too,” he said. “Hey, Jennie, while you’re in 
there, take a look at the electric clock!” 

“It hasn’t worked since the hurricane,” 
Jennie informed him as she returned with 
the iodine bottle. “When the electricity went 
off, something gave a funny click, and I 
haven’t been able to make it start up again. 
You’ve got to take it apart—what’s the mat¬ 
ter with your watch? I never knew that to 
stop before!” 

“It’s goin’,” Asey said. “It hasn’t stopped. 
It’s runnin’, all right. Only it’s lost four or 
five hours, I’d say as an offhand guess.” 

“What does it say?” Jennie demanded. 

“It’s certainly more than two hours ago 
since I left little Mildred an’ her lollypop 
outside of the movies!” Asey said. “Must be 
nearly two or three in the morning, now. 
But this says it’s only twenty minutes of ten 
—an’ that can’t be right!” 

“What are you talking about, it must be 
two or three in the morning? I never heard 
such nonsense!” Jennie retorted. “Must be 
that crack on the head and getting knocked 
out that makes you feel that way. If you’d 
been rushing around like I have, you’d know 
that it couldn’t possibly be more than eight- 
thirty! Not at the most!” 

“Wa-el, let’s put on the radio,” Asey sug¬ 
gested. “We ought to be able to tell from 
that.” 

“Isn’t any radio,” Jennie said. “The tubes 
gave out months ago, and I couldn’t get any 
new ones, so I just put it up in the attic. 
You’ll have to—” 

“But what about your soap operas?” Asey 
interrupted. “How in the world’ve you man¬ 
aged to get along without L uella’s Other 
Husband, an’ Sally MacPhee, the Girl Riv¬ 
eter, an’ all those others?” 

“I think,” Jennie said quiet seriously, “that 
on the whole, I’m a lot happier without ’em. 
I don’t seem to worry so much, somehow— 


Because it’s mighty important that we know 
for sure!” 

When she came back, she was struggling to 
get into her coat. 

“Get that left sleeve for me, quick, Asey!” 
she said as she grabbed the iodine bottle 
with her right hand. “And put this into your 
pocket—I’ll have to fix up your cat scratches 
later. Come on, hurry up! Hurry up! Get 
your hat and come along!” 

“What’s all this rush about?” Asey asked 
as she pushed him toward the door. “Where’s 
the fire? What do you think—” 

“Oh, come along quick and stop asking 
fool questions! It’s quarter to ten!” 

“Quarter to ten ? Thai’s all? Then my 
watch was right all the time?” 

“Your watch was right all the time,” Jen¬ 
nie opened the door and gave him a shove. 
“You were hours ahead of yourself, that’s 
all, and it’s only just an hour and fifteen 
minutes later than I thought! We’ve got fif¬ 
teen minutes—run, can’t you? Hurry up! 
Get into that jeep!” 

“But—” 

“Sometimes for someone who’s supposed 
to be so awful bright and an old Codfish 
Sherlock and a Hayseed Sleuth and fiddle- 
de-dee like that,” Jennie said, “you’re the 
stupidest man I ever knew! Get out of that 
driver’s seat, I’m driving! I know where 
we’re goin! And you hang on, because we’re 
in a hurry!” 

“Why?” 

“Why? Because he’s coming back at ten! 
I toid you we only had fifteen minutes!” 

“Who's coming back at ten?” Asey asked 
as Jennie backed the jeep around and headed 
it down the lane. 

“I don’t know who!” she snapped. “That’s 
just the whole point, I don’t know who he 
was!” 

“What’s he cornin’ back at ten for?” Asey 
shouted at her as Junior careened off down 
the lane. “Where?” 

“To see Maggie Peeling, stupid!” Jennie 
turned around and glared at him. 

“Oh. Oh—hey, watch it, will you?” 

“Watch what?” Jennie turned her head to 
the left. 

“The road! I’m not nervous, but—” 

“Don’t be. I’m used to this now. I like it. 
It’s so handy,” Jennie slewed onto the main 
road without pausing. “I don’t see how I lost 
that hour and fifteen minutes! Must’ve been 
while I was just sitting and waiting by where 
the old icehouse was. Well, I guess we can 
make it!” 

“Look, Jennie, who's meetin’ Maggie Peel¬ 
ing at ten, anyway?” 

“I keep telling you, I don’t know! He’s a 
dark sort of man, dressed in kind of a tough 
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style, dark sweater,” Jennie said, “and dark 
pants, and no shirt—” 

CHAPTER XI 


ASEY leaned back his head 
and gave a war whoop, and 
i then he hurriedly reached 
I out and grabbed the wheel 
I and set the jeep back on its 
| course. 

“Don’t you ever dare 
scare me like that again!” 
Jennie said. “I nearly 
climbed that tree, and I 
wouldn’t have blamed my¬ 
self if I had! What’re you whooping about 
like a wild Indian? Are you crazy, or some¬ 
thing?” 

“Covert?” Asey asked. “Covert pants, I 
mean? Was this fellow wearin’ dark covert 



pants?” 

“Why, yes!” Jennie said. “How’d you 
know? I had to think for the longest time 
before I remembered the name of the mate¬ 
rial! Of course, I had plenty of time to re¬ 
member, all hunched up like a jackknife 
there in that jam closet.” 

“Funny thing,” Asey raised his voice. 
“Must be Junior bouncin’, but it sounded 
to me just like you said ‘jam closet’ then.” 
“I did.” 

Asey waited until she finished negotiating 
a reverse curve before he asked her if she 
didn’t think that sounded just a little silly. 

“ ’Course it does!” Jennie said. “And 1 
certainly felt silly! I couldn’t think of a sen¬ 
sible answer—I mean, what I’d say if they 
found me and asked what I was doin’ in 
there. You couldn’t just open your mouth 
and say you’d dropped in for a jar of quince 
jelly! That was all she had in there, quince.” 

“P’r’aps it’s her favorite. Uh—tell me, Jen¬ 
nie, just when did you spend this little in¬ 
terlude in Maggie Peeling’s jam closet, any¬ 
way? It was hers, I gather?” 

Jennie nodded. “I went right straight over 
there, after Hanson and Horner left our 
house. I told you I had my own suspicions 
about her. There wasn’t a soul home, but 
everything was wide open, so I went right 
into the pantry and counted the plates. Then, 
of course, I knew I was right in suspectin’ 
her.” 


Asey drew a long breath. “Counted what 
plates?” he asked. 

“The rosebud plates, of course, what else? 
I never did manage to find out what you did 
with that one of hers you took away this 
afternoon and wound that cod line around, 
but—” Jennie swung the jeep around a cor¬ 
ner on half of one wheel. “That’s what I 
like about this,” she added, parenthetically. 


“You can just turn without havin’ to think 
about it first.” 

“You were discussin’ plates,” Asey re¬ 
minded her. 

“Oh, yes. Well, whatever you did with that 
one you had, she’s got it back.” 

Asey opened his mouth to speak, and then 
closed it again. 

“I thought,” Jennie said, “that you might 
just possibly be sort of pleased to know that! 
Don’t you care about that rosebud plate any 
more?” 

“I care deeply,” Asey said. “Look, can’t 
you pull up for a second an’ let me get this 
straight? If you had fifteen minutes when 
we left the house, you certainly got eleven 
an’ a half of ’em left right now! Be generous! 
Let me have your full attention for just a 
couple of ’em!” 

Jennie refused to stop. “I wouldn’t feel 
right if I did. I’d fret. But I guess we can 
afford to slow down a bit. Well, I told you 
Maggie Peeling had worked her fingers to the 
bone gettin’ a dozen of everything in that 
hand-painted rosebud set, didn’t I? I know 
just what she’s got, every piece, because she’s 
told me all about it. Well, when I went there, 
I went into the pantry—and there was twelve 
of those plates, the size you had, up there on 
the shelf! Twelve of ’em!” 

“So!” Asey said. “So! I s’pose you’re sure 
about that?” 

“I counted that pile three times. Not just 
with my eyes,” Jennie said, “I put my finger 
out and touched ’em. It’s simple arithmetic, 
that’s all. If she gave me one, then she had 
eleven left. But now she’s got twelve! And 
I’m certain sure I don’t think she went out 
this afternoon and bought a thirteenth! Her 
goal was a dozen of the different size plates, 
she told me. And she didn’t have any more 
than twelve of any other size plate.” 

“No spares?” 

“No spares. So,” Jennie said, “she’s got 
back the plate you had.” 

She slowed the jeep down to a crawl and 
looked at him. 

“Uh-huh,” Asey said. 

“Is that all you can muster up to say? 
Doesn’t this plate business matter to you any 
more?” 

“It matters considerable,” Asey said. “I 
was just thinkin’, if I was ashamed of my¬ 
self at the time for sneakin’ through back 
yards, I’m even more ashamed now. Looks 
to me like you’d been doin’ the detectin’ in 
this family! What happened after you count¬ 
ed the plates? How’d you get yourself into 
a jam closet?” 

“Maggie Peeling slipped into that house so 
quiet,” Jennie said, “I didn’t hear her until 
after I’d left the pantry. I kind of ducked 
into what I knew was the door to the front 
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hall—always was the door into the front hall 
when the Martins owned the house!—but it 
turned out Mrs. Peeling’d done some re- 
modelin’ and rebuildin’ and rearrangin’ since 
I was there. Now it was the door into a jam 
closet—shelves at the top and a cupboardy 
place at the bottom. There I ducked, and 
there I was—cornered, and all hunched up 
like a jackknife, and feelin’ such an awful 
fool!” 

“What was she wearin’?” Asey asked. 
“Blue slacks an’ a white jacket like Lois had 
on? Or didn’t you get to see her?” 

“Yes, and a red scarf around her hair. 
She’s a writer, you know, and she went over 
and sat down at her typewriter, and started 
to bang away at it. I could see a little slice of 
her through a crack,” Jennie explained. 
“She’d bang a little, and then take out the 
page and crumple it into a ball, and throw 
it into the fireplace. Then she’d do it all over 
again. I must say I don’t see, after watchin’ 
her, how she ever gets anything done! Far’s 
I could make out, she writes a page and 
throws it away, and that’s all—she doesn’t 
seem to save any of it!” 

“What’s the matter?” Asey asked as she 
stopped the jeep. 

“Nothin’, we’re here, that’s all—or as near 
as we probably ought to get. That’s the house 
ahead there. I don’t see any lights anywhere, 
though, do you?” Jennie craned her neck. 

“Not a glimmer. It isn’t ten yet, though,” 
Asey said. “Lacks a couple of minutes. I 
wish you’d tell me more about this dark fel¬ 
low, an’ what’s goin’ on here!” 

P 1NNIE said she was getting to him as fast 
as she could, goodness knew, but good¬ 
ness knew she had to get to it the way it all 
happened, didn’t she? First she had to tell 
him about Maggie’s fight with her sister Lois. 

“Over those clothes Maggie had on, that 
you mentioned. Lois came steamin’ in and 
told her to get out of ’em, quick! And Mag¬ 
gie said, ‘Go away, kitten, you bother me!’ 
They had quite a set-to there, Asey. Seems 
they belonged to Lois, but Maggie’d worn 
’em all day, and intended to keep right on 
wearing ’em. Lois was awful mad—you 
wouldn’t have known her for the same girl 
in our kitchen. Finally she said Maggie’d 
probably live to regret not changin’ those 
clothes, and Maggie said ‘Run along, little 
kitten! If you don’t like it here, you know 
what you can do! See if you’ve any rich 
friends who’ll take you in. Try it!’ ” 

“You don’t make Maggie sound like the 
pleasantest person I ever heard tell of,” Asey 
remarked. “How old is she?” 

“Maybe ten years older than Lois,” Jennie 
told him. “She’s dark, and taller, and she’s 
got one of those horrid thin mouths. ’Course 
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it doesn’t look thin at first, but if you look 
under the lipstick, it’s a thin, mean, shrewish 
mouth. She’s mixed in with the women here 
in town, but I’ve always steered a little clear 
of her. I think her heartiness, like when 
she comes to the club, is just a put-on job. 
It’s always been my opinion she was scratch- 
in’ up local color for one of her stories.” 

“What was the difficulty between her,” 
Asey asked, “an’ Ann Tinsbury?” 

Jennie shook her head. “I never knew. I 
never asked Ann about it—wasn’t any of my 
business. I do know they hardly nodded to 
each other when they met. They wasn’t what 
you’d call friends. I know Ann didn’t like 
her—you knew when Ann didn’t like people,” 
she added. “Ann wasn’t a one to beat about 
the bush any—here comes a car! And about 
time!” 

But the car sailed past them up the road 
without stopping. 

“After the way we flew to get here,” Jen¬ 
nie said with an indignant sniff, “it certainly 
seems to me they might be on time! What’s 
keeping ’em? It’s certainly after ten o’clock 

“Wa-el,” Asey said dryly, “you might say 
they prr bably aren’t takin’ us into their con¬ 
siderations any. Look, about Ann an’ Lois— 
I got the impresson they got on all right, in 
spite of Ann an’ Maggie, but that Lois kind 
of had to meet Ann on the sly, like.” 

“Maggie’s doings, I bet!” Jennie said at 
once. “After hearin’ the way she talked to 
Lois tonight, it’s my guess that Maggie’s al¬ 
ways kept that girl right under her thumb! 
The way she rubbed it in about Lois livin’ 
here with her—an’ I wonder what she meant, 
Asey, when she told Lois to go join the army 
again? She sort of flung that after her as 
Lois was leavin’ the room.” 

“Did, did she? Huh!” Asey said thought¬ 
fully. “That may explain a lot of things that 
Steward was sayin’ about Lois. If Maggie’s 
a woman who rubs things in hard—uh-huh, 
maybe that’s why Lois seems to have what 
you’d call a tendency to break loose! What 
happened after she left? What did Maggie 
do then? Hurry up with your story, for 
Pete’s sakes, before they come!” 

“Maggie went on workin’ at her typewriter 
for a few minutes, but she was too mad to 
think. I could see that. She said a few nasty 
words under her breath—I had a pretty good 
idea what," Jennie said primly, “but I’m not 
repeating ’em. Then she went out and 
slammed the door behind her, so I couldn’t 
hear where she went to. I didn’t know where 
Lois’d gone to, either, but I decided to take 
a chance. I started to un-hunch myself—and 
that’s how I got to know about those pants 
being covert.” 

“Mean the fellow came in then?” 
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“Came in,” Jennie said, “and sat down in 
the chair square in front of me. I had to 
crouch there, half hunched and half un¬ 
hunched, while he smoked three blessed ciga¬ 
rettes. All I could see was covert pant-leg! 
Then he finally slatted out—thank goodness! 
I couldn’t have stayed in that closet another 
five seconds! I don’t think I was ever so un¬ 
comfortable in my life. I felt like a canned 
shrimp! All curled up, and packed in at the 
same time, and—” 

“Jennie, get on with what happened,” Asey 
broke in, “before they come back, an’ before 
I go bats!” 

“If you wouldn’t keep interruptin’ all the 
time, and breakin’ in and askin’ things,” she 
retorted, “I could have told you all this ten 
times over! Well, I un-hunched myself out 
of that closet and went sneakin’ out the back 
way. And out there on the back terrace— 
it’s a little flagstone affair they’ve added on 
in the rear—I almost bumped smack into 
Maggie and him. They were talkin’ to¬ 
gether.” 

She stopped. 

“Well, get on!” Asey said impatiently. 
“What about? What were they sayin’? This 
isn’t any time for you to pause dramatic, an’ 
wait for effects, you know! This is the part 
I been yearnin’ to know about—what’d they 
say? What were they talkin’ about?” 

Jennie shrugged her shoulders. 

“I don’t know!” she said. 

Asey didn’t trust himself to say anything 
at all for a moment. 

“Uh—how’d you find out about this ten 
o’clock date business?” he finally asked. “You 
must have heard a little somethin’!” 

“I heard ’em say Tinsbury,’ ” Jennie said. 
“Even talkin’ low as they was, almost in 
whispers, that name has a hissy sound you 
can recognize. I heard ’em say ‘Steward,’ too. 
Then they doubled up with laughter, and he 
said he’d be back at ten. Then they laughed 
some more—I don’t like Maggie Peeling, 
Asey! I don’t like anythin’ about her, in¬ 
cludin’ her laugh. It goes with that mean, 
nasty mouth of hers.” 

“An’ that,” Asey said with restraint, “is all 
you managed to hear?” 

“That’s all, and 1 certainly thought it was 
enough!” Jennie said. “I just thought to 
myself I’d get hold of you and have you 
come back here at ten and see what they 
were up to. You know who this fellow is?” 

“I’m piously hopin’,” Asey said, “that he’s 
my looter—I’ve kind of got to look on him 
as my special property. He sounds like my 
looter. I don’t see how it could be anyone 
else. An’ if he is, an’ if he an’ I mix it up 
again, I want to tell you right now to pick 
up the nearest large object you see, an’ assist 
me by bangin’ him on the head with it as 


hard as you can bang—don’t let yourself get 
held back by any false humanitarian consid¬ 
erations, either! Just you bang away for all 
you’re worth!” 

Jennie promised that she would. 

HEN she sighed gustily. 

“Oh, dear, where are they? I know he 
went off in a car—I didn’t see him, but I 
heard him go. And I know Maggie went 
back into the house—I saw her, because I 
was all hunched up behind the glider, and 
she went right past me. Now by rights, she’d 
ought to be inside there waitin’, and he’d 
ought to have been back here fifteen min¬ 
utes ago! If I’d known we was going to have 
to hang around like this, I could easy have 
put the iodine on your cat scratches—how 
are they?” 

“Abatin’ somewhat. Did you see this Brian 
that Lois an’ the Stewards talked about? 
Who is he, anyway?” Asey asked curiously. 
“You never mentioned him.” 

“Oh. Oh, that young man who stays here!” 
Jennie’s sniff described very eloquently what 
she felt about the young man who stayed 
there. “Hm. Him. Well, he's Maggie’s star 
boarder, if you ask me—of course, she’s al¬ 
ways been very careful to explain that he’s 
only just helpin’ her with the details of some 
story she’s writin’ about the air force. Or 
maybe it’s about some flier and his girl, or 
something. This Brian was a flier, but he 
used to be a newspaper reporter, or a writer 
of some sort. He’s been hangin’ around all 
summer. Funny, nervous fellow. Keeps to 
himself. He’s—” 

“He’s what?” Asey asked as she hesitated. 

“Well, I don’t know how to explain what 
I mean, but Mary Doane’s son has the same 
look on his face. He was a flier, too. You 
somehow don’t feel that they’ve exactly 
got caught up with themselves yet.” 

“Don’t happen to know anythin’ about him 
him an’ Ann, or him an’ Lois?” 

Jennie gave a little squeal of surprise. 

“Goodness me, I didn’t even know he knew 
Ann! Or looked at Lois! I’ve just always 
thought of him as an unhappy-lookin’ fellow 
that Maggie Peeling was always callin’ at to 
come carry her packages out of the A & P! 
Asey, I’ve just thought—hadn’t we ought to 
hide this jeep?” 

“Hide Junior? Nope, I don’t see why!” 

“But aren’t you,” Jennie asked eagerly, 
“goin’ to let ’em come home, and then sort 
of sneak in on ’em?” 

“I done about all the sneakin’,” Asey said, 
“that I intend to do for one night No rea¬ 
son for me to hide from anyone now—except 
maybe Horner, who thinks I ought to be in 
bed. Golly, I was goin’ to run upstairs, too, 
now I think of it. I promised him faithful 
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that I would, an’ I meant to. ’Course, I was 
goin’ to run right down again—aha, here 
comes somethin’ that looks promisin’. He’s 
slowin’ down—” 

A beachwagon slewed into the driveway 
by the side of the little Cape Cod house 
ahead. 

The horn sounded. 

At once, a light was turned on indoors. 

Then an outside light flashed on at the rear, 
illuminating the little terrace. 

“So!” Asey said interestedly. “Maggie was 
in there waitin’ all the time!” 

The driver of the beachwagon got out, 
walked quickly around to the rear of the 
vehicle, and started to take down the tail¬ 
board. 

“Brought somethin’ home with him, did 
he?” Asey went on. “Well, well! Evidence, 
yet! Let’s us stroll over an’ look into this, 
cousin! An’ remember,” he added, “what I 
told you about grabbin’ some large object if 
the need arises! I know this fellow!” 

He got out of the jeep, cut across the road, 
and headed toward the driveway entrance, 
with Jennie pattering excitedly along beside 
him. 

“He’s tryin’ to drag somethin’ out!” Jennie 
whispered. “Look—is it furniture?” 

It turned out to be a small chest. 

Jennie gave a little exclamation of dis¬ 
appointment. 

“Oh, only a boa;! Looks like our old cro¬ 
quet set box! I thought it might be some¬ 
thin’ excitin’!” She came to a halt as Asey 
stopped. “Must be awful heavy, though, the 
time he seems to be havin’ with—” 

"Ssh! Not so loud!” 

“Anyway,” Jennie obediently lowered her 
voice till Asey could hardly hear her, “there 
he is! Dark sweater, dark pants. Well, I 
s’pose we should ought to be glad that it’s 
him!” 

“Uh-huh,” Asey said. “I s’pose.” 

Because it looked like him, he thought to 
himself. It certainly looked like him. 

But he knew, even at this distance, that 
it wasn’t at all. 

It couldn’t be. 

The fellow he now thought of as his looter 
would have had that box out with one hand 
a full minute ago. 

With half a hand. 

Two fingers. 

And this fellow here was still struggling 
to drag it from the beachwagon's floor onto 
the tail. 

When he did finally manage to get a grip 
on it, and lift it out, he let it fall again 
almost at once. 

“My God!” Maggie Peeling spoke irritably 
from the doorway, “can’t you even manage 
that? Here, I’ll come and get it—look out of 


the way!” 

“Sorry.” The man sounded breathless. “It’s 
the width. It really isn’t heavy at all. I can 
get it now, I think—” 

“Oh, look out, helpless! I’ll do it!” 

Maggie and the man both leaned over and 
lifted the box at the same time. 

Then, as each looked up and realized that 
the other had it, the inevitable happened. 
They both let go. 

The box landed on Maggie’s foot, and for 
a moment the air took on a violent purple 
hue. 

Jennie’s tongue began to cluck reproach¬ 
fully. 

“Tch, tch, tch! Such language! Almost 
might think she’d shipped before the mast, 
wouldn’t you, or maybe worked in a stable! 
Did you ever —” 

B UT Asey had left her side and was strid¬ 
ing toward the couple. 

Reaching down, he picked up the box with 
one hand, and with the other he gave Maggie 
a little shove toward the back door 

“Get along inside with you, Mrs. Peeling!” 
he said. ‘I’m in a hurry! You, too, Brian— 
what’s your last name, anyway?” 

“Lemovne.” He paused and, then added, 
almost involuntarily, “Sir.” 

“Get in, Lemovne. Now hurry up, both of 
you. Come on, Jennie!” 

"Who are you?” Maggie demanded angrily. 
“Put that box down! That box doesn’t belong 
to you!” 

“He’s Asey Mayo, that’s who!” Jennie said. 
“And it doesn’t belong to you either, I bet!” 
“Get in!” 

Even though they didn’t respond with any 
particular pleasure, Maggie and Brian at 
least responded to Asey’s quarter-deck voice. 
They went in. 

Still carrying the box under his arm, Asey 
herded them into the living room. 

“Sit down, you two.” He put the box down 
on a cobbler’s bench in front of the fireplace, 
and shook his head as he looked around the 
room. “Some day,” he said, “someone may 
explain to me why you outlanders insist 
on painting the walls of Cape Cod houses 
this squeamish color pink. Sit down, Jennie, 
just push a few spinnin’ wheels an’ butter 
firkins out of the way—I’m only glad old 
Cap’n Abner East is in his grave. If the poor 
old soul ever saw what’d happened to his 
best parlor!” 

“I forgot it was East’s!” Jennie said. “Did 
you notice the ceilin’, Asey? Blue!” 

“I’m tryin’ hard not to let it bother me. 
Neither,” Asey said, “am I lookin’ at the pic¬ 
ture over the fireplace. I like my haddock 
fresher’n that. Now—” 

“What’s the meaning of this?” Maggie de- 
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manded. “What do you think you’re doing?” 

“Don’t bluster, Mrs. Peeling!” Asey said. 
“From here on, you’re a passenger—what’s 
wrong, Jennie, what’s the matter?” 

“His hair!” she pointed to Brian Lemoyne. 
“That’s why I never recognized him! His 
hair’s really light, but he’s done something to 
make it darker!” 

“Uh-huh, an’ he’s used cork liberal on his 
eyebrows, too,” Asey said. “He’s had a lot of 
fun with himself. I know.” He reached down 
and opened the wooden box in front of him. 
“Well, well!” 

The box was stuffed full of letters. 

And the letters were, to judge from those 
on top, all addressed to King Tinsbury. 

Just to make reasonably sure, Asey pulled 
a couple from the bottom and looked at 
them. 

“All right!” he said. “Start talkin’, Le¬ 
moyne! What’s the idea here? Where’d you 
get these letters of King Tinbury’s?” 

“From—” Brian hesitated. “From the 
Tinsbury house.” 

“When, tonight?” 

Brian nodded. 

“How long ago?” Asey snapped out the 
question as if he were cracking a whip. 

“Oh—oh, an hour or so." 

“An’ who let you in?” 

“Ann. Ann Tinsbury’” Brian said prompt¬ 
ly. 

“But she—” Jennie began. 

“Hush!” Asey said. “So Ann Tinsbury let 
you in, an hour or so ago, an’ gave you those 
letters of her father’s? I see! An’ just what’s 
the reason for this masquerade, anyway?” 

“Oh, my God!” Maggie said impatiently, 
“it was just a joke! We got so sick and tired 
of hearing about looters and looting, we 
thought we’d have some fun, that’s all! So 
Brian dressed up the way we heard the loot¬ 
er looked! It’s just a joke, that’s all! I can’t 
see why there should be all this silly non¬ 
sense! After all, Brian didn’t steal the letters, 
Ann gave them to him—” she broke off as 
Lois appeared in the doorway. “Oh, hello, 
kitten! What’re you standing out there for? 
Come in!” 

“I’m all right here, thanks.” 

Lois had changed her clothes, Asey noted. 
She looked incredibly young in the coral- 
colored dress she was wearing now. And 
she’d been crying. 
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“Come in!” Maggie said. “Come in here, 
little sister! This is apparently some more of 
your Ann Tinsbury’s work—I gather she’s 
sent the local Sherlock Holmes here to third 
degree us! I suppose it’s her idea of hilarious 
humor, to give Brian the letters, and then do 
a thing like this! Come in!” She raised her 
voice. “I said, come in! Why don’t you?” 

“I heard,” Lois said. “But I’m staying right 
here. I want to watch this from the outside, 
as if it were a play. I’ve been waiting for it 
for a good many years.” 

“For what? What are you talking about?” 

“For what’s coming to you, Maggie.” Lois 
settled herself against the white woodwork. 
“Go on, Asey, I didn’t mean to interrupt.” 

‘Why’d you rush off?” Asey asked. “To 
warn her about those clothes?” 

Lois nodded. “Yes, but she wouldn’t listen. 
I’m sorry I made the effort, now. On the 
other hand, I’ve come to, suddenly, about a 
lot of things. Maggie I’ll give you the only 
break you’re going to get. I’ll tell you not to 
play with him. You’re licked!” 

“I don’t know what you’re talking about, 
sister! And I think for your own good that 
you’d better come in here and sit down! I—” 

“Okay, Mrs. Peeling,” Asey said. ‘That’ll 
do. Sit an’ gaze up at that potrait of a had¬ 
dock. Contemplate it silently. That’s your 
story, Lemoyne? Ann gave you those let¬ 
ters? Going to stick to that?” 

“Yes!” 

Asey looked at him for a moment, and then 
he turned to Lois. 

“What d’you think about this?” he asked. 
“Think he has any idea of what he is doin’?” 

“Did you ever carry a torch for anyone?” 
Lois returned. 

“She means, Asey,” Jennie said hurriedly, 
and in a slightly perturbed voice, “were 
you—” 

“I know what she means!” Asey said with 
a laugh. “Sure, I s’pose so. Most folks have, 
at one time or another in their lives.” 

“Not,” Lois went on, “that I mean to pry 
into your personal life, Asey. I just wonder¬ 
ed if you knew how you feel when you’re 
just tossed into the ash can. It’s a beautiful 
feeling of freedom. You have a brand new 
perspective. If you’d asked me that question 
about Brian this afternoon, I’d have said no, 
of course Brian didn’t know what he was 
doing! I’d have said that Maggie sent him to 
Tinsbury’s on a fool’s errand, and that he 
went. I’d have built up defenses for him, and 
alibis. I’d have insisted that he could have 
gone there and filched those letters for her, 
and—” 

"Lois!” Maggie jumped to her feet. 
“You—” 

Asey pointed to the chair. 

“Sit down!” 
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CHAPTER XII 


THE quarter-deck voice 
worked again. Maggie sat 
down. 

“I know where the letters 
were,” Lois continued. “In 
King’s old study on the first 
floor. All Brian had to do 
was to open a window— 
without setting off the a- 
larm! And I’d have claimed 
that he could do just that 
without knowing about—” 

“About anythin’?” Asey interrupted swift - 



that it was just the luck that follows the in¬ 
nocent,” Lois said, “that he never found 
out while he was there. I’d have torn my 
hair out about all this, and patches of my 
scalp besides, and I’d have believed every 
word of it, too.” 

“In short,” Asey said, “you’d have said that 
Maggie pulled the wool over his eyes?” 

“She knit a nice thick afghan over ’em. 
That,” Lois said, “is what I would, have said. 
But without the glow from the torch, I am 
not so sure, Asey. My mind’s stopped de¬ 
fending him. He’s not a valiant hero invalid¬ 
ed home from the wars, any more. Or the 
gay, slapdash, sparkling reporter. He’s the 
man who went overboard for Ann Tinsbury, 
and used to come and tell me about it by the 
hour—just what he said to her, and how she 
slapped him down.” 

“How he looked into her eyes,” Asey sug¬ 
gested, “An’ how she blacked ’em?” 

“Exactly! Of course he never bothered,” 
Lois said with an honest grin, “to look into 
mine! Yes, he’s the weakling who let Mag¬ 
gie talk him into coming down here. He fell 
like a ton of bricks for the wonderful oppor¬ 
tunities to revive his health and sagging 
spirits. Of course he never bothered to look 
beyond her magnificent humanitarianism and 
realize that she only wanted to use him as 
a wedge to get to King Tinsbury! She knew 
that King had always liked Brian, you see, 
and she’d had that book on her mind for 
years and years!” 

“What book?” Asey asked. 

“Oh, didn’t you know about that? Maggie 
wanted to write a book about King. From 
Rags to Riches, or The Last of the Tycoons, 
or something. One of those smart biography 
jobs with a slant—you make it highly signi¬ 
ficant that someone doesn’t like oatmeal, and 
and then you show how it molded ’em. You 
know. That sort of thing.” 

“What was King’s reaction?” Asey wanted 
to know. 

“What would you expect? He wouldn’t 
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have any part of it when she first suggested 
it,” Lois said, “or since. After he died, she 
tried to work on Ann—she wanted personal 
stuff, you see. But Ann got simply furious 
with her about it. They had a terrific battle. 
Practically a hair-pulling before they got 
through.” 

“So that was it!” Jennie said. “So that’s 
why they acted so—oh, I’m sorry, Asey, I 
didn’t mean to interrupt and butt in!” 

“In fact, Maggie girl,” Lois went on before 
Asey had a chance to speak, “you just about 
stopped short of blackmailing her, didn’t 
you? And then you made the error of 
threatening her!” 

This time, Asey shoved Maggie back into 
her Hitchcock chair without bothering first 
to tell her to sit down and keep quiet. 

“She was annoyed enough with you,” Lois 
said, “to write her lawyers a honey of a let¬ 
ter. She told them that no lies you might 
manufacture could scare her, and that if you 
wrote just one little paragraph about King 
and it appeared in print, they were to raise 
hell—with the publication if they possibly 
could, and with you anyway. You were 
going to get it in the neck!” 

“You never told me that!” Maggie said 
angrily. 

“No, sister mine,” Lois said. “I just sat 
here hoping you’d take the fatal step. Well, 
Asey, to get back to the point—Maggie want¬ 
ed Brian to help her on the Tinsbury book 
business. He was her wedge.” 

“Why didn’t she use you,” Asey asked, 
“since you got on with Ann so well? Oh, I 
forgot,. Ann wasn’t here till just recently, 
was she?” 

“No, and I hold no influence w'ith King, or 
with the Stewards. Or with Ann herself, for 
that matter, although we got on well enough. 
And Maggie was jealous enough of our 
friendship to make things hard for me—I 
had to lie about seeing her, and pretend 
I hadn’t, and all. You guessed that, didn’t 
you?” 

Asey nodded. 

“Maggie didn’t like my being where she 
couldn’t get herself. Brian was her real 
wedge,” Lois said. “I’m not at all sure Mag¬ 
gie didn’t want him for herself, too. He ran 
errands so nicely, and carried home the groc¬ 
eries, and brought in the kindling!” 

She stopped and looked at him critically, 
and then she shook her head slowly. 

“How silly you look with that stuff on your 
face! I hope you feel silly, Brian. You 
should. You’ve let her boss your soul out of 
you when you ought to have gone back to the 
city, and worked. You’re perfectly well. Dr. 
Cummings said so. You’ve just got into the 
habit of babying yourself—the night of the 
hurricane, you never thought about your 
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stiff arm, did you?” 

“I—well—” 

“No, you didn’t! You worked like a dray 
horse that night, and you were fine the next 
day!” Lois said. “But Maggie’s encouraged 
you to sit here and ‘think things out.’ ” 

Her imitation of Maggie’s voice, Asey 
thought, was nothing short of brutal. 

“She’s only let you think of the past,” she 
went on. “Never of the future. And you’ve 
swallowed it whole! You’ve wallowed in 
self-pity—about Ann, and about the war, 
about your arm, about the book you were 
going to write before the army came into 
your life! Oh, you’ve had such a lovely time 
with your little soul sufferings!” 

“I have not! I haven’t stayed here will¬ 
ingly!” Brian said. “I haven’t liked it!” 

“No? I don’t recall your kicking and 
screaming to get away, and out from under 
Maggie’s thumb!” 

“What about yourself?” Brian retorted. “I 
never heard you say a word to her until 
now!” 

“It’s this new perspective!” Lois said. “It’s 
doing wonders for me. I don’t care any longer 
what she tells you about me—things you 
don’t know, like my being kicked out of the 
army. And it mattered to me before, you see, 
very much. That was one of the reasons why 
I’ve knuckled down.” 

“Sort of had the Indian sign on you, huh?” 
Asey inquired. 

“Oh, she’s held so much over me, so long! 
She’s the original I’ll-tell-mother-if-you- 
don’t girl! But I’ve left all that behind. It 
doesn’t matter any more. I heard their plans 
about this letter business,” she added. “Mag¬ 
gie was making it out such jolly fun, to try 
and get these old letters of King’s, while 
dressed up as the looter. I don’t know, of 
course, how much of it was for effect, in case 
I happened to be listening, but they certainly 
were roaring over how peachy it all was!” 

“I saw ’em doublin’ up with laughter,” 
Jennie said. “Maggie was snickerin’ all the 
way back into the house—oh, sure,” she 
said airily as Maggie stared at her blankly, 
“sure, I was here!” 

“Wa-el,” Asey said, “there’s still the ques¬ 
tion I asked you, Lois. Does Brian know 
what he’s doin’ for himself by tellin’ that 
yam?” 

“I told you what I’d have said if you’d 
asked me that this afternoon, and now I’ll 
tell you for now,” Lois said. “I don’t see 
how he could have been taken in by any gag 
about those letters of King’s. He knew 
Maggie’d give her soul for ’em. I don’t see 
how he could help knowing about Ann! I 
don’t see how he has the audacity to pretend, 
considering the torch he carried for her so 
long, that he doesn’t know or doesn’t care 


that she’s been murdered. I think it’s all 
brazen, stark lying!” 

“Murdered?” Brian got to his feet. “Mur¬ 
dered—Maggie, d’you hear that? Murdered! 
Ann—murdered? Ann’s been murdered!” 

“I’m tired,” Asey said, “of pushin’ people 
down into their seats. Just sit all by yourself, 
will you?” 

“But—but Ann! Look, I never knew!” 
Brian said. “When? When did it happen? I 
was at the beach all afternoon, helping an 
old lady rescue a hen coop—” 

“I’m sure you were very goodhearted an’ 
charitable, too,” Asey said. “Probably you 
fed some poor dog a bone. But you had your 
say. You’re through. You went to Tins- 
bury’s, an’ Ann herself give you these letters 
in the box. That’s your story, an’ you’re 
stuck with it—or do you maybe want to 
change it?” 

“He’s not the police, Brian!” Maggie said 
quietly. “He’s nothing—he doesn’t matter! 
Don’t let him rattle you into saying any¬ 
thing! He doesn’t count!” 

“I have a bucket of badges at home that 
says I do count,” Asey said, “an’ I have 
my cousin an’ your sister as witnesses. What 
about it, Lemoyne, do you want to change 
your story?” 

B RIAN looked from Lois to Maggie, and 
then back to Asey. 

He didn’t say anythng. He didn’t seem 
quite able to say anything. 

“Okay,” Asey said briskly. “That’s that! 
Now, let’s see what your story is, Mrs. 
Peeling. I bet it’ll be good, too. I always 
have a lot of respect for the way you writers 
—now, what’s that term? Think out loud, 
that’s it! You all think out loud so fine! First, 
though, tell me what you were doin’ down 
in the inlet woods this afternoon, walkin’ 
back an’ forth an’ back an’ forth. Lost some¬ 
thin’, maybe? Or do you think out loud better 
when you walk that way, in lines?” 

“I never was there!” Maggie said. 

“Oh, yes, you were!” Lois said. “He saw 
you, and I know you were there, and he 
knows I know you were there! Don’t be a 
sucker, Maggie!” 

“I tell you, I wasn’t there!” 

“Okay,” Asey said. “You weren’t there. 
Now, what about the rosebud plate?" 

“What,” Maggie returned, “about what 
rosebud plate? I have a lot of them, you 
know. Dozens and dozens. Go look in the 
pantry.” 

“He means that rosebud plate,” Jennie 
said, “that you gave me with your turnovers 
on it, for the cake sale and lawn fete!” 

“I think you must be mistaken!” Maggie 
. managed a very creditable smile. “I’d never 
let one of those plates out of my house, not 
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after the trouble I had laboriously collecting 
them one by one! I gave you turnovers on a 
plate that had roses on it, and I remember 
asking you to be very careful of it—but it 
wasn’t one of my best rosebud set! Not that 
set!” 

“Watch it, puss, watch it!” Lois said. 
“You’re practically digging your grave with 
your teeth!” 

“Go look at the set!” Maggie said. “Count 
it! You’ll find it’s all there!” 

Asey smiled. 

“An’ what,” he said, “did you do with the 
cod line, I wonder? Take it back to the 
store?” 

“Cod line? What cod line?” Maggie asked. 

“The cod line,” Lois said, “that you were 
marking out the boundary of your new land 
with! That cod line! You know, sister, which 
line!” 

“Are you crazy?” 

“No, she’s not!” Brian said suddenly. "I 

know what cod line Lois means-1 carried 

it out of the hardware store for you last 
week! You got miles of it. And for just the 
reason Lois says—to mark the bounds of that 
new lot you bought over by the inlet woods! 
I waited an hour out in front of Snow’s while 
they measured that line! I—did you say 
something?” he asked Asey. 

“I was just murmurin’ to myself in a 
philosophic fashion,” Asey told him. “I 
thought about bound-markin’. An’ passed it 
up for bein’ too simple—an’ the end wasn’t 
weighted down! Well, Mrs. Peeling, that 
much’s straightened out! Where’s the line 
now? What did you do with it? Come, come! 
Where is it?” 

“I’m sure I don’t know what you’re fuss¬ 
ing so—” 

“I know!” Brian said. “Or at least, I can 
guess! That’s what you were burying out 
back this evening! I asked what you were 
doing with the trowel, and you said some¬ 
thing about transplanting hollyhocks” 

“And so I was! You’ll find, if you want to 
dash out into the night and look, that that’s 
just exactly what I was doing, transplanting 
hollyhocks!” 

Maggie sat back and lighted a cigarette. 

There was just a hint of triumph in the 
way she blew out her match, Asey thought. 
Mentally, he handed it to her. She’d thought 
of just about everything. 

Except, he hoped, one little detail. 

“I s’pose,” he said, “if you didn’t use the 
cod line for markin’ bounds, you didn’t use 
it for anythin’ else, did you? I mean, it’s 
just the way you brought it home from the 
store?” 

“That’s probably the only sensible question 
any of you has asked for a long time,” 
Maggie answered coolly. “Yes, of course! 
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It’s just the way I bought it, wrapped up in 
brown paper—it’s out in the garage, on the 
tool bench. Run get it, sister dear!” 

Five minutes later, Lois handed the brown 
paper package to Asey. 

“Open it!” Maggie said. “Go on, open it! 
Do let’s get this silly nonsense straightened 
out! I still don’t pretend to know what the 
line has to do—” 

She stopped, and watched Asey’s face. 

“I know,” he said, “I hadn’t ought to be 
grinnin’, had I? I ought to be pretty mourn¬ 
ful an’ long-faced. You done fine, Mrs. 
Peeling. I already give you a little prize for 
quick thinkin’. There’s only one trouble, you 
know. Just one little thing!” 

“What d‘you mean?” Maggie demanded. 
“You haven’t opened it! Go on—open it! 
You’ll find the line in there, just the way 
1 bought it!” 

“Uh-huh. I bet.” Asey said. “I bet. All 
coiled nice an’ professional, too. But you 
slipped up!” 

“If you won’t open it, I’m sure I don’t 
know how you can stand there leering so 
smugly! You’ll find that cod line—every 
last inch of it—inside that package! Just 
the way,” Maggie said, “I bought it! Just 
the way it came from the store!” 

“Uh-huh,” Asey said gently. “Only— 
from the wrong store!” 

“What?” The question came like a chorus. 

“Brian said he waited outside of Snow’s,” 
Asey explained. “But that gummed tape 
on the ends of this package says eldredge’s 

GENERAL STORE. POCHET FOUR CORNERS. That’s 

the sort of thing I was tryin’ to tell you 
about earlier, Lois,” he added. “You go an’ 
get yourself involved this way, an’ there’s 
always some one little thing you slipped up 
on, an’ always someone to find it! An’ then 
that one little thing gets proved a phony, an’ 
whoosh—the rest of your story falls just like 
a card house! If only Maggie’d told the 
clerk to use string! But she was too busy 
thinkin’ about what was inside the package, 
I s’pose, to think as hard about the outside 
of it. She—” 

“Duck!” Jennie said. 

Asey ducked. 

The old Canton ginger jar sailed past his 
head and thudded into one of the shelves of 
the walnut whatnot standing in the corner. 

For the next few seconds, the room was 
full of the sound of falling knickknacks. 

“An’ to think it never even made a dent 
in that awful pink wall!” Asey said sadly. 
“Don’t try any of that stuff again, Mrs. Peel¬ 
ing, will you? It don’t pay. You’ve only 
gone an’ smashed to smithereens a lot of 
imitation Sandwich glass hens—” 

“They weren’t imitation! They were real! 
I know!” Maggie said. 
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S HE seemed more stung by that casual 
comment of his, Asey thought, than by 
any thing else he’d said. 

“You see how she works,” Lois said. “Mur¬ 
der doesn’t evoke any particular response in 
her, but you’ve stabbed her to the core 
by insinuating that her Sandwich hens are 
fakes, and that she got taken in!” 

“That glass is real! It’s—” 

“I’m sorry,” Asey said, “it’s fake—the kind 
they used to give away inside those large 
round packages of oatmeal years ago. Some 
day, if an’ when you’re at large, I’ll be 
happy to show you what real Sandwich hens 
look like. Anyway, no more theatricals, 
please!” 

“Those hens—” 

“Those hens’ve had their day. Let’s us get 
on,” Asey said. “When did you go over to 
Pochet, Mrs. Peeling? This afternoon, I 
s’pose, after you’d reeled up that first line 
you’d bought, an’ started in to do some heavy 
thinkin’ about truth an’ consequences?” 

When Maggie gave no indication of hearing 
his question, let alone answering it, Asey 
turned and pointed to Brian. 

“Do you know?” 

“Yes. We drove over there this afternoon, 
late,” he said. “She told me she had things 
to get there that she couldn’t get here in 
town, and besides, she wanted to have supper 
at that clam chowder restaurant on Main 
Street. I think I see now why for once in my 
life with Maggie I was not given a package 
to carry! I even automatically put my hand 
out for it, too. I remember that.” 

“And now I see,” Lois said, “why I 
couldn’t get hold of either of you on the 
phone. Well, sister, it was smart work, 
going to the next town for a new batch of 
line, so there wouldn’t be any curious talk 
of why you wanted to buy more line here, 
after you’d just invested in so much mileage! 
I frankly confess to feeling a repulsive sort 
of admiration for the way your mind worked 
things out!” 

“You took that sentiment,” Asey said, 
“right off the tip of my tongue! So, Mrs. 
Peeling, you met Ann Tinsbury, along there 
on that path in the inlet woods—an’ what 
happened? More arguments an’ more hair 
pullin’ about the book you wanted to write 
about King?” 

Again, Maggie didn’t seem to hear him. 
“Come, come!” Asey said. “I told you I 
was in sort of a hurry! Speak up, please!” 

“Maybe,” Brian said, “she’ll break down 
and tell me something I’m yearning to know! 
Did you know, Maggie, when you sent me 
off to steal those letters—did you know then 
that Ann had been murdered? Did you? 
There’s nothing I can do about it now. I’d 
just like to know. For the record.” 


Maggie looked up at him and smiled. 

“No, Brian, I didn’t know!” she said. “But 
why didn’t you tell me about her, before you 
went?” 

“Oh, stop it, Maggie!” Lois said. “Stop it! 
I’ve warned you and warned you!” 

“Yes, and I’ve had about enough,” Maggie 
returned, “of this idiocy from you! You left 
here this afternoon to meet Ann, little sister! 
I heard you phone and tell her you’d meet 
her on the way to the post office! And, to 
borrow Mayo’s useful phrase, what hap¬ 
pened then? Did you talk about Brian, per¬ 
haps? Did you finally realize that Brian 
would never look at you as long as Ann was 
alive? Did your great unrequited love finally 
emerge in all its bitter fury, and strike her 
down?” 

“That’s all!” Lois’s voice was like the 
sharp edge of a knife, Asey thought. “That’s 
about all, Maggie girl! Any more, and little 
sister will have one of her horrider tant¬ 
rums!” 

Maggie leaned back in the Hitchcock chair. 

“And very fine tantrums they are, too!” 
she said. “Mayo would doubtless enjoy 
watching one.” She turned to Asey. “What’s 
the matter, my fine Codfiish Sherlock, doesn’t 
Lois count? Why not ask her about these 
things? She can’t deny that she met Ann 
this afternoon!” 

“Did you?” Asey asked. 

Lois nodded slowly. 

“An’ what did you talk about?” 

“Brian.” 

“All right, all light!” Brian said explosive¬ 
ly. “Now, ask me! Yes, I met Ann, too! 
After you did, Lois! And before you ask 
what we talked about, I’ll tell you! We 
talked about Lois!” 

Asey surveyed the trio thoughtfully, and 
then he grinned at Jennie. 

“D’you s’pose you could manage to keep 
this bunch from cuttin’ each other’s throats 
for a few minutes?” he asked. “I want to 
call Hanson—where’s your phone, Lois, in 
the hall?” 

Hanson, he discovered, had already left 
the Tinsbury house. 

And Sam, who’d been left behind as a 
guard, said he didn’t know where he’d 
gone. 

“Could be to the doctor’s maybe,” he 
added. “That cat scratched him. But I think 
he was going to find a room in town to 
spend the night here in. He said he was too 
damn tired to drive back up the Cape—he's 
been out since early morning, you know, 
and all this hurricane stuff’s worn him 
down. He hasn’t had any rest since it. He 
told me I was to call back to Jameson if I 
wanted anything, or if anything came up.” 

Asey slowly replaced the receiver. 
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He didn’t want to call Horner. While it 
was all right for Hanson to know that he was 
still fooling around with this Tinsbury busi¬ 
ness, young Dr. Horner had had quite a 
day of it, he thought. It might just con¬ 
ceivably irritate the fellow a lot to discover 
that his seriously given professional advice 
had been so blithely ignored. 

“I don’t think,” he murmured to himself, 
“that I want to be the last straw. He’d 
probably rather be called a whippersnapper 
than be ignored! Huh! Now, I wonder if I—” 

He stood out in the hall for a moment and 
looked into the pink-walled living room. 

Maggie Peeling was standing by the fire¬ 
place, smoking a cigarette in a long holder, 
and apparently learning by heart the zig¬ 
zags in the decorative border of a hooked 
rug across whose center someone had loving¬ 
ly hooked the words a present from sarah p. 

TUBMAN. 

Hunting around in his mind for an adjec¬ 
tive with which to sum her up, Asey de¬ 
cided that “seething” would do as well as 
any. 

Lois, now sitting stiffly on a battered horse¬ 
hair sofa, was seething too, but whether at 
Brian or at Maggie, Asey couldn’t tell. Prob¬ 
ably both, he decided. Probably the re¬ 
action was setting in now, and she wanted 
to kick herself for letting Brian know what 
she had felt about him. She was studying 
a hooked rug named our home. 

A ND Brian was seething, too. But some¬ 
how, Asey thought, as he watched the 
fellow walk across to a tobacco jar on the 
mantel, he was standing straighter, and he 
didn’t look sulky any more. 

It occurred to him, as Brian returned to 
his chair, that he was tall. Taller than he 
himself had begun to realize at first. Tall 
enough to approximate Jameson’s specifica¬ 
tions about Ann’s murderer. 

Asey shook his head. 

They’d all, every last one of them, appar¬ 
ently seen Ann that afternoon. 

Who had seen her last? 

Hanson, he decided, could tackle that 
one! 

Hanson would do better with the lot of 
them. He’d bully Maggie, he’d get Brian 
sore, and he’d infuriate Lois. 

The thing for him to do now, he con¬ 
cluded, was to track Hanson down. If Sam 
were right about his getting a room in 
town, finding him wouldn’t be any more 
involved than checking up on driveways to 
see in which particular one his car was 
parked. 

He’d find Hanson, tell him the story, and 
let Hanson go to work on them. Let Han¬ 
son get these three sore enough, and the 
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truth might well come out. Particularly 
after his general state of seethe abated, and 
they began to get afraid. 

He caught the look Brian shot at Maggie, 
and the look Maggie darted at Lois, and the 
look that Lois returned, with interest. 

Any one of them, he thought, would have 
cut through the armor plate of a Porter 
tank! 

“Jennie!” he beckoned for her to come out 
into the hall. “Come here—in the dinin’ room. 
Listen, I sort of hate to ask you, but d’you 
think you could keep it up, this state of 
passive belligerency? I want to go find Han¬ 
son an’ bring him back here to work on ’em. 
Think you’d be equal to it?” 

“I can try!” Jennie said. “Uh—what’ll I 
do?” 

“You can’t honestly do very much if any 
one of ’em decides to beat it,” Asey said. 
“Just let ’em bolt. They won’t get far. An’ 
I don’t think in their present mood that 
they’d do any pairin’ up! Just don’t let ’em 
get at each other, that’s all! Keep ’em from 
violence!” 

“That’s all right to say, keep ’em from 
violence!” Jennie retorted. “Only how?” 

“Think back to your days in the Ladies’ 
Defense League,” Asey suggested. “You used 
to know how how to repel boarders—I mean 
invaders—at the drop of a hat, didn’t you?” 

“You mean all those things I learned to 
do with handbags and umbrellas?” Jennie 
said dubiously. “And diggin’ your heels into 
people’s shins, and breakin’ their arm with 
that little snap?” 

“Any of ’em. Anything but eye gougin’, 
I’d say—oh, don’t look so worried! Just 
keep bearin’ in mind that no two of ’em 
could ever get together long enough to gang 
up on you, an’ that you’re more’n the equal 
of any one. Here, I’ll fix things for you!” 

He reached out, removed a candle from 
its pewter holder, and held it out to her. 

“Here—put this in your pocket. Now you 
got a gun,” he said. “Come along, now!” 

“What are we playing now?” Maggie de¬ 
manded acidly as they returned to the living 
room. “Word games? Do we guess what 
word—” 

“Get over to that!" Asey pointed to the 
old-fashioned melodeon standing against the 
wal. “Sit down! Now, play it!” 

“Play what?” 

“I don’t care. Hymns,” he said, “might 
maybe be sort of helpful at this time. Just 
play, an’ keep playin’. Lois, you and Brian 
will sit just where you are, an’ listen. I’ll 
break it to you that I’ve given Jennie my 
gun. Jennie once tried to learn how to use a 
gun when she was in the Ladies’ Defense 
League, but she wasn’t awful good. She has 
a very nervous trigger finger. I think you 
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will all be very wise to mind her till I get 
back!” 

The slightly frenzied wailing of the melo- 
deon followed him as he left the house. 

He stopped long enough by the beach- 
wagon in the driveway to take out the keys, 
and then he reminded himself that a similar 
gesture hadn’t apparently inconvenienced 
Hanson a whit. 

Maybe Maggie also had spare keys handy! 

“Huh!” he said. “Whyn’t I take this, my¬ 
self? Just as easy—” 

But after starting it, and prudenly noting 
that the gasoline gauge registered only a 
hair’s breadth above ‘Empty,’ he merely 
drove the beachwagon up the road to where 
the jeep was parked, and then removed the 
keys. 

“There!” he said as he got into Junior. “If 
they want to drive two an’ a half miles away 
from here badly enough, that’ll at least make 
it harder for ’em to start! Now, Junior, let’s 
get on with locatin’ Hanson!” 

A BOUT a mile up the road, his headlights 
picked up a plump little figure in dun¬ 
garees and a tentlike white sweater trudging 
on ahead. 

“For Pete’s sakes!” 

Asey slowed down and stopped beside 
Mildred. 

“Hi,” he said. “For Pete’s sakes, what’re 
you doin’ out wanderin’ around in the 
middle of the night like this for?” 

Mildred giggled as though he’d said some¬ 
thing terribly funny. 

“Why, it isn’t the middle of the night!” 
she said. “It isn’t a bit late, Mr. Mayo! Only 
a little after eleven—the show’s just out! 
It was a double feature!” 

Asey looked at his watch. 

“Huh!” he said in some surprise. “Seems 
like I’m wrong again, an’ you’re right! But 
eleven-twenty’s still too late for you to be 
strollin’ around by yourself! Hop in. I’ll 
take you home. Whereabouts do you live?” 

Mildred gave a joyous little squeal, but 
then she drew back. 

“It’s all right, I’m not a suspected mur¬ 
derer any more,” Asey assured her. “Your 
papa was right. I’m not only socially accept¬ 
able, I’m practically the forces of law an’ 
order, now. Hop in—where do you live?” 

“Well,” Mildred still hesitated. “Well, I 
suppose it’s all right, and I’ve wanted to ride 
in that jeep ever since I saw it in your yard, 
Mr. Mayo. It’s only those things mother 
said about not ever taking rides at night— 
but I know papa wouldn’t mind!” She sud¬ 
denly hopped up beside him. “I live on Mill 
Road!” she added a little breathlessly. 

“Mill Road? But child, aren’t you kind of 
out of your way, over here?” Asey asked 


curiously. “Must be a good mile an’ a half 
longer to Mill Road, cornin’ around this 
way, than if you’d taken the other fork, 
just below the movie theater!” 

Mildred giggled some more. 

“I know!” she said delightedly. “I know!” 

“What’s the idea?” Asey asked as he 
started up Junior. 

“Well,” Mildred was so shaken with 
giggles, she almost couldn’t bring herself to 
speak, “well—well, if you really want to 
know —it’s my hoy friend!” 

“Oh. Oh, I see. An’ he lives around this 
way, does he, huh?” 

“No!” Mildred jumped up and down. “Oh, 
no! He lives over in the Center!” 

“I always guessed I was an awful punk 
detective,” Asey said. “I don’t get it!” 

“Why, he leaves me letters, of course! I 
was going home this way to see if he’d left 
one!” 

“Oh.” Asey said. “Oh! Of course! Where’s 
he leave ’em?” 

“In the old mailbox that’s standing all by 
itself below the Anderson farm,” Mildred 
told him. “Nobody ever uses it but us! It’s 
so old, you can’t even tell what name was on 
the side once. And it squeeeeeeks, like that!” 
she demonstrated the sound. “When you 
open the door, I mean. It’s wonderful! It 
makes me shiver. Er —you could hear it, if 
you liked.” 

“So?” 

“Yes, it only right up ahead a little ways. 
I don’t suppose you’d want to stop, though.” 

“I s’pose I might’s well,” Asey said. “It’d 
be pretty awful if your letter was there all 
night, wouldn’t it? Sing out before we come 
to it—only don’t get so excited you fall out 
first!” 

“I won’t, but I got to watch—there! Over 
there, see?” 

Asey pulled the jeep across the road, and 
drew up alongside the box. 

“There,” he said. “We don’t even have to 
get out. Shall I open it, or do you want 
to?” 

“You can,” Mildred said generously. 

“Thanks.” 

It squeaked very nearly as stridently as 
she had claimed, and she shivered luxuri¬ 
antly. 

“Gee, I’m sorry,” Asey said as he felt in¬ 
side. “The boy friend seems to’ve let you 
down, Mildred. It’s empty!” 

“Did you look all the way in?” Mildred 
clambered past him and groped around in¬ 
side the box with a fat little hand. “Some¬ 
times he puts it way back to be funny— 
ooph!” 

“Hey, you’ll fall!” 

“Oooh, candy! Candy! Look, a square 
box!” 
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“Let me get that,” Asey said, “before you 
break your little neck!” 

“Is it mints?” Mildred asked as he drew 
out a square glass box. “Mints? Is it—” 
But Asey was standing in front of the 
headlights, examining a square glass con¬ 
tainer in which there reposed a square plum 
pudding, embellished with a sprig of holly 
on top! 


CHAPTER XIII 

“OH, THAT ole thing!” 
Mildred sounded as though 
she were going to cry. “Ooh! 
And I thought it was candy 
from Freddie! And now 
someone knows about our 
mailbox! Now it doesn’t 
count any more! That ole 
darn pudding!” 

The reactions of torch¬ 
bearing women, Asey 
thought, were more or less universally simi¬ 
lar. He let her cry it out. 

When her sobs subsided to sniffles, he 
silently offered a handkerchief, which she 
silently accepted. 

“I don’t s’pose,” he said tentatively, “that 
you’d know anythin’ about this darn ole 
puddin’, would you? I don’t s’pose you’d 
happen to know who brought it to my house 
today, would you, or who left it there?” 

“No,” Mildred said, “I don’t know who 
brought it or left it, but I know who made 
it, and I know who put it in our box! Always 
spoiling things, the old Pruneface! She never 
liked Freddie—that’s my boy friend’s name 
—because he put that frog in her desk when 
she was teaching his class that time Miss 
Benton was sick! Well, I’ll get back at her 
for finding out about our letter box, I bet 
you! I’ll show her, I bet you!” 

She gave her plump little face a final, 
decisive wipe, and handed the handkerchief 
back to Asey. 

“Thanks. And it squeaked so wonderful!” 
she said with a sigh. “Don’t you think she’s 
mean, spoiling everything? The old Prune - 
face! Honest, don’t you think she’s horrid?” 

Asey told himself to proceed with patience 
and caution. While he could hardly explain 
to little Mildred what he knew about the 
pudding, it looked as though she might be 
able to tell him a lot. 

“ ’Course,” he said, “bein’ away like I 
have, I don’t know which Pruneface you 
mean. There’s so many Prunefaces around.” 

“Oh, 1 mean Miss Curran!” 

The square plum pudding very nearly 
slipped from Asey’s fingers. 

“Miss Curran? The one that lives in the 
gray salt-box house on the inlet road? But 



what in time would she have to do with—” 
he paused and told himself to slow down. 
“You mean the one that has all that beach- 
plum jelly out in front? That Miss Curran?” 

“Not real beachplum!” Mildred said. “My 
mother says it’s a gyp!” 

“An’ I wonder,” Asey said, “if this is a 
real plum puddin’—huh! Who’d Miss Curran 
make it for, someone who was cornin’ to the 
cake sale, I s’pose?” 

“It had Ann Tinsbury’s name on it,” Mil¬ 
dred said. “I saw it. Only on account of her 
being murdered,” she added quite matter of 
factly, “I guess she didn’t ever get to buy 
it.” 

“I guess as much. You know, this puddin’ 
looks sort of like a Pruneface,” Asey held 
it up in front of headlights again. “Is that 
how you guessed that Pruneface made it, 
huh?” 


“Oh, no!” Mildred giggled. “No, I saw it 
there! Saturday night. It was in her back 
pantry window, cooling off. I thought it 
might be a cake, so I went over and looked 
at it. You see, I was delivering papers for 
Freddie—he’s the blue-star boy for the 
Times, you know. Perhaps you don’t know, 
but that’s a pretty important thing to be — 
he gets a free trip all the way to Boston 
during Christmas vacation! Only he can’t 
ever miss a single night, ever, or he loses 
it. And he wanted to go to the football game 
in Harwich Saturday!” 

“So you took over, huh?” 

“Oh, I often do,” Mildred said. “I guess 
I know that route as well as he does. I know 
all the people on it. They always talk with 
me. Except old Pruneface! I never even 
let her see me!” 

“I see!” Asey said. “I see!” 

He thought suddenly of something Lois 
had said, something about how she and 
Ann had gone to Miss Curran’s house to use 
the phone, and how Miss Curran had stood 
menacingly in the doorway and refused even 
to iet them step a foot inside. 

That had been a few mornings ago, Lois 
said. 

Saturday morning, perhaps? 

Why not? After all, Saturday was baking 
day! 

“I bet,” he said, “that she was in the 
process of makin’ this puddin’ when the 
girls come. An’ that’s why they got such a 
brush-off that it scared Lois—but why in 
time would she put this puddin’ here, of all 
places available in the wide world?” 

Until Mildred answered him seriously and 
promptly, Asey didn’t realize that he had 
been speaking his thoughts aloud. 

“She wanted to spoil things for Freddie 
and me, of course! She’s mean! She likes 
to spoil things! Everybody at school hated 
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her when she took Miss Benton’s place that 
time she was sick. She’s always spoiling 
everything! And she,” Mildred said omin¬ 
ously, “she better wait!” 

“On the other hand,” Asey said, “why not! 
What’s a better place to rid yourself of some¬ 
thin’ you don’t want around than an aban¬ 
doned mailbox that nobody ever goes to? 
Why not here?” 

“It isn’t like a frog!” Mildred said. “It isn’t 
funny!” 

“It don’t sound to me as if Miss Curran had 
a lot of sense of humor,” Asey said. “Well, 
let’s get on, Mildred. I got to find out what 
connection there was between her an’—” he 
broke off. “Hop in! Don’t look so dejected! 
I bet you can find another place. Matter 
of fact, as long as Freddie doesn’t know 
someone found out about it—” 

“I do!” 

“Wa-el, of course, I know too. But I shan’t 
tell. An’ I bet Pruneface never leaves an¬ 
other puddin’ here. So whyn’t you just pre¬ 
tend everythin’s like it was before?” Asey 
said. “Just stop an’ think how awful hard 
it’ll be to find anythin’ half as good. Or as 
squeaky!” 

B Y THE time he dropped Mildred off at 
her home on Mill Road, she was be¬ 
ginning to concede that there was a faint pos¬ 
sibility that the old box might not be entirely 
spoiled, after all. 

“Wait, now!” she said as she jumped out 
of the jeep. “Wait, now, Mr. Mayo—I got to 
get the cards!” 

“Cards?” Asey’s mind was too firmly fixed 
on the pudding ±o grasp at once what she 
was talking about. “What cards?” 

“Why, the hurricane postcards! The thirty- 
one packets of hurricane postcards! You 
bought ’em!” Mildred said. “Don’t you re¬ 
member? Outside of the movies, just before 
you left?” 

“Oh, those! Sure!” Asey laughed. “You 
bring ’em to my house tomorrow—” 

“I guess you better wait!” Mildred said. 
“You might forget again. That’ll be seven 
dollars and seventy-five cents. I figured it 
out.” 

“Okay, but I might as well break it to you 
that five dollars is all I happen to have left 
on me,” Asey said. “Will you take it as a 
down payment, an’ trust me for the rest?” 

“I’d trust you anywheres!” Mildred said 
simply. “I’m going to tell mother that all 
those things she told me about taking rides 
from—uh—well, just you wait till I get 
’em!” 

Five minutes later, richer by thirty-one 
packs of hurricane postcards, Asey and 
Junior departed, while Mildred squealed 
goodbyes at them. 


Between his desire to find Hanson in a 
hurry, and send him packing back to the 
Peeling menage, and his yearning to drop in 
on Miss Curran, of the dubious beachplum 
Currans, Asey felt definitely torn. 

He also felt definitely confused. 

At least, he thought to himself, there had 
been a square plum pudding. He had proof 
of it beside him on the seat. 

And while he had implicit faith in Mil¬ 
dred’s veracity in general, he had to admit 
that he didn’t know whether to accept in 
their entirety all the tidbits she’d contributed 
to the pudding problem. 

He certainly never would have accepted 
them from any adult! 

If Maggie Peeling, for example, had 
claimed to have noticed the pudding while 
substituting for a blue-star paper boy named 
Freddie, he would have told her to hold her 
tongue and hide her head. He simply 
wouldn’t have listened to her! 

No matter how much he thought around 
it, there was only one answer to this pudding 
business. He’d thought so from the first. 

But it was utterly fantastic to consider 
that there could be any connection between 
Miss Curran, and Ann Tinsbury! The only 
thing those two had in common was living 
in the same part of town! 

Asey pushed his foot down on the accelera¬ 
tor as he passed by Dr. Cummings’ house, 
where Horner was living, and then he 
braked quickly, and backed up. 

There were lights on in the office, and 
Hanson’s car was parked out in front. 

“Huh!” he said. “Well, I can’t help it, 
I got to go in an’ see him—an’ I bet I get 
told off by Cummings later on, for ignorin’ 
his deputy’s orders!” 

A moment later, he was simultaneously 
knocking on the office door, and pushing it 
open. 

“Dr. Horner,” he said, “I’m sorry that a 
series of unforeseen circumstances over 
which I had no control have forced me to 
disregard your professional advice about 
goin’ to bed, which otherwise I’d have taken 
very much to heart. Hanson, I want you to 
rip over to Maggie Peeling’s—it’s the old 
Martin house that used to be East’s. Know 
it? I—for Pete’s sakes, what happened to 
your hand? That Zanies’ work?” 

“Yes. Your pal,” Hanson said. “I just 
reached down to pat him—more fool I! I 
didn’t pay any attention to it and went and 
got me a room at Mrs. Fredley’s, but I 
couldn’t get to sleep, this stung so. So I got 
dressed again and came over here—what’s 
been going on, anyway?” 

Asey told him. 

“So,” he concluded, “I want you to go over 
an’ harry them three, if you think you can 
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take it.” 

“Listen, if you can still get around after 
that wallop, I guess I can!” Hanson said. 
“Anyway, I napped for a few minutes. Hey, 
I foimd out what Steward didn’t want his 
wife to talk about. It’s why he always hated 
Ann Tinsbury so. It’s about their daughter. 
Seems she was killed in an auto accident, 
years ago. Ann had ordered the chauffeur 
to drive fast, and he did.” 

“Huh! An’ Steward finally broke down an’ 
told you about it?” 

Hanson shook his head. “No. Miss Stew¬ 
ard did. And if you ask me, she hated Ann 
even more than he did. I thought we were 
pretty much set with those two, and now 
you go digging these other people up—gee, 
thanks, Horner. I feel a lot better!” 

“P’raps,” Asey said suddenly, “you’d be 
willin’ to take a look at my wounds, now I’m 
here?” 

Horner and Hanson both whistled appre¬ 
ciatively at the scratches on his neck and 
shoulders. 

“So that,” Horner said, “is why you 
seemed to be so edgy and twitehy—yes, and 
you tried to tell me, I remember now, and 
J wouldn’t listen. Here, sit down!” 

He pushed Asey into the swivel chair in 
front of Cummings’ littered desk. 

“Actually,” Homer went on, “I never 
really thought you’d stay in and go to bed 
like a nice boy. I just said you should, be¬ 
cause I felt sure uncle would have told you 
to, and I knew he’d fuss at me if it ever 
came out that I hadn’t—what’re you laughing 
at?” 

“Ouch!” Asey said as alcohol bit into the 
scratches. “I was laughin’ at that old photo¬ 
graph of me an’ doc an’ his first car. Ever 
notice it, Hanson? By the humidor here on 
the desk. He drove the car all by himself all 
the way to Bradbury’s—” 

“That’s the old yellow house with the 
cupola, huh?” Hanson asked interestedly 
as he leaned down and peered at the snap¬ 
shot. “Judge Bradbury’s place?” 

“Uh-huh,” Asey said. “Ouch, that stings! 
The doc was burstin’ with pride at his first 
drivin’, and his first car, an’ everything 
went wonderful till we got as far as Brad¬ 
bury’s. Then the road narrowed down—it 
always was kind of a tight squeeze even for 
a buggy—with all those great trees loomin’ 
on either side. The doc got cold feet.” 

“Did he quit?” Horner asked. 

“He pretended not to, of course. Made his 
wife get out an’ take pictures, an’ stalled 
around. Finally he said sort of sheepish he 
guessed 1 could drive from there. His wife 
an’ I always kidded him about it, an’ she 
give him that framed photograph, kind of to 
commemorate it all. Sittin’ on the other side 
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of the desk as I usually do, I never noticed 
that he still had it. I can still get a rise out 
of him by askin’ if some road’s wide—hey, 
that stings!” 

“Why not?” Horner said. “It’s supposed 
to. Those big trees went down in the hurri¬ 
cane, Asey, by the way. That’s where I got 
stuck today, and had to walk. Right in front 
of that cupola job. Remember I told you, 
Hanson, about my wanderings around the 
woods? My God,” he added, “not your 
ankles, too? Well, I suppose I should feel 
fortunate that I’ve got only one scar from 
that beast to carry through life!” 

SEY chuckled. 

“It don’t seem to make no difference 
in the ultimate results whether you get 
scratched because you pounce at Zanies, or 
because Zanies loves you dearly! Hanson, 
will you hop along to Maggie Peeling’s for 
me, then? I got one little job I want to try 
to look into, an’ then I’ll join you over there.” 

“Just six or eight more suspects to un¬ 
earth, I suppose?” Horner inquired as Han¬ 
son left. 

“Nope, just one slightly dour lady. An’ I 
don’t think she’s goin’ to relish a midnight 
caller,” Asey said. “She don’t even like bein’ 
talked to in broad daylight, much. All set, 
doc? I feel considerably better. Thanks.” 

Homer accompanied him to the door. 

“Have fun,” he said. “And when uncle 
asks, as he surely will, you can honestly tell 
him that I advised bed, can’t you—oh, you 
know I don’t really care, Asey! After seeing 
those scratches, I understand. You’re all 
right. I just want the record kept clear for 
uncle. So long. Oh,” he called after Asey, 
“avoid cats!” 

Asey climbed into Junior and started off 
in the direction of the Curran house. 

Just beyond the traffic lights at the four 
corners in the center of the town, he heard 
the sharp report of a puncture, and saw the 
car coming toward him pull over to the side 
of the road. 

He probably would have sailed by without 
more than a perfunctory feeling of regret, if 
he hadn’t noticed that the car was a black 
and white checked city taxi. 

And if he hadn’t caught a glimpse of the 
rotund passenger who joined the driver in 
a survey of the damaged tire. 

Junior was stopped so hard that he almost 
stood up on his hind legs. 

“Cummings!” Asey said. “Doc!” 

“I’m practically not speaking to you,” 
Cummings said. “I’m practically not speak¬ 
ing to anyone at this point—here, you— 
what’s-your name! Here’s your money. 
Fifty dollars. For your own sake, I hope 
that vehicle lives long enough to bear you 
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back to Boston. Here’s another ten.” 

“Thanks, doc,” the driver said. “How do I 
get back?” 

“Same way you came. Only,” Cummings 
said, “don’t hit that hurricane oak in Barn¬ 
stable, going back. And remember the 
detour you didn't take before was to avoid 
that creek! Good night! And what, may I 
ask,” he turned to Asey, “is that thing you’re 
sitting in? You look like something perched 
on the top of a toadstool!” 

“Doc, where’d you come from?” 

“New York. I took a plane to Boston, and 
that thing there, that taxi, from the airport. 
Now, Asey, let me tell you—” 

“Where’s your wife?” 

“In New York. I left her a note,” Cum¬ 
mings said. “She wasn’t around when I 
heard about this on the radio. Now, I want 
to tell you just why I’m not speaking to 
you! I sit here, month in, month out, on this 
silly stupid sandspit, no excitement, no 
stimulation, not even the fun of submarine 
scares or spy scares any more—’ 

“Nothin’,” Asey said, “but a little hurri¬ 
cane!” 

“And you’re presumably sitting around 
hammering out tanks, or whatever you do— 
I don’t know, you never told me!—and ap¬ 
parently never coming home again. And I 
hate my patients’ silly faces, and they hate 
mine. They want a new doctor, I want a 
change. Out of the blue, Jack drops in. 
That’s my chance. All right, I take it! And 
what happens? The minute my back is 
turned, you come home, and hell breaks loose 
—how’s the fellow doing?” 

“Horner? Fine. He—” 

“And listen, Asey, he mustn’t know I came 
back! He’s a bright boy, and I’m proud of 
him, and he mustn’t think I didn’t have 
enough faith in him to manage this. I do! 
The point I want to make,” Cummings said, 
“is that I think it’s damned unfair of you 
to let all this happen the only time I leave 
this fool, idiot village in God knows how 
many years—say, where’d you get this 
thing?” he added as Asey started up the 
jeep. 

“Junior, you mean? I brought Junior 
home as a present for Jennie,” Asey said. 
“And that reminds me, I haven’t remembered 
yet to tell her its hers.” 

“Not bad, is it?” Cummings said. “Heaven 
compared to that damned taxi! Well, tell 
me everything, don’t stall any longer! In a 
nutshell, who did it?” 

“You think,” Asey said, “that I can sum 
this up in any nutshell in the three or four 
minutes between here and Miss Curran’s 
house?" 

“You can,” Cummings said, “if you get 
to it! Go on!” 


Five minutes later Asey said, “Well, that’s 
the gist of it. What do you think?” 

“Now this is very interesting, by George!” 
Cummings said. “Stop while I get my cigar 
lighted, will you? Why, you’re lousy with 
suspects, Asey! Steward hates the girl, he 
gets her money and King Tinsbury’s besides, 
he’s already apparently done some filching 
from her estate, he was around the woods, 
the buoy of yours could have come from 
King’s collection—yes, yes, I know all about 
that collection! Every little boy in town went 
around for weeks with stolen lobster pot 
buoys in their hip pockets! Hm. Of course, 
the same things all go for Steward’s wife, 
too, don’t they? She’s equally involved!” 

Asey nodded. 

“Uh-huh, she is. Only it’s been sort of 
tacitly agreed, why I wouldn’t know, that she 
never left the house this afternoon.” 

“But she could have. And she has a 
Siamese,” Cummings said. “Hm! Oh, stop the 
engine and wait a moment, and let me get 
things straight! You can’t be in such a 
thundering hurry to see Ada Curran— 
what in the world do you want from her, 
anyway? Beachplum jelly? Hers is merely 
a sin committed under that name. Yes, I 
always mistrust people with Siamese, Asey. 
Persians are bad enough, but Siamese!” 

“Zanies liked me fine, doc,” Asey said. 
“ ’Course, I got clawed up a bit—” 

“I said people with Siamese, not people 
Siamese liked! Hm! And Maggie Peeling! 
Well, I knew Maggie’s husband, and I under¬ 
stand her a bit. They came here on their 
honeymoon—oh, I don’t know how many 
years ago it was, she was about eighteen. 
Ralph Peeling was probably one of the most 
unmitigated blackguards I ever ran into,” 
Cummings said. “I don’t know whether she 
finally divorced him, or whether he merely 
succumbed to the D.T.’s. But Maggie’s life 
with him was no bed of roses. And personal¬ 
ly, I wouldn’t say that she had the con¬ 
science of a small fruit fly. The Tinsbury 
family’s all refusing to help her any with 
that prospective book on King makes a 
dandy motive, doesn’t it? Maggie’s sore they 
won’t help, Maggie threatens Ann a bit, Ann 
calls her bluff—that’s good!” 

“I s’pose she could have picked up my 
buoy on the shore,” Asey said. “I’m sure it 
was her who reeled up the cod line after 
layin’ it out for her bound markin’s. I’m sure 
she saw Ann this afternoon!” 

“Oh, I like the sound of Maggie,” Cum¬ 
mings said, “even though the Tinsbury 
money is obviously the best incentive any¬ 
one could have for killing the girl. But Mag¬ 
gie was there, Maggie had access to a buoy, 
and she certainly did her best to cover things 
up, too!” 
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“You happen to know this Brian Lemoyne, 
doc?” 

C UMMINGS nodded. “Yes, he’s been into 
the office once or twice. Poison ivy and 
heat rash, as I remember. I wouldn’t know 
what to say about him, Asey. I wouldn’t 
ever feel sure of the fellow, I think. He’s 
one of those men who finds civilian re¬ 
adjustment a lot tougher than army life. I 
don’t mean to insinuate he’s a psycho-neu¬ 
rotic. He isn’t. He’s also in fine physical 
health. But he just hasn’t found himself 
yet. Hm. I suppose after you’ve loved a 
girl as long as he loved Ann, you finally 
either sensibly give up, or else you blow up. 
In his unsettled state, I wouldn’t guess which 
he might do. He said he’d seen Ann this 
afternoon, did he?” 

“Apparently,” Asey Mayo commented 
slowly, “en route to helpin’ an old lady with 
a hurricaned chicken coop, somethin’ equally 
good an’ noble.” 

“I sometimes worry about the nobility 
streak in men like Brian,” Cummings said. 
“They feel they must somehow continue to 
rise and be heroes. Hm. Then there’s Lois 
Cook—well, of course, she’s always been 
fighting Maggie, all her life, I gathered.” 
“Know her too?” 

“A slight touch of dysentery brought us 
together,” Cummings said. “I’d say the girl 
had never known what you might call secur¬ 
ity—she was brought up by Maggie, and 
with that rotter Peeling in the offing. You 
never can tell what a young girl like Lois 
will do in the throes of unrequited love. All 
of ’em seem to have been there on the scene, 
don’t they —what are you starting up for? 
I’m not nearly straightened out about all 
this!” 

“I told you,” Asey said with a chuckle, 
“I’m callin’ on Miss Curran, an’ right glad 
of your company on the job—oh, for Pete’s 
sakes, I never got to tell you about the 
square plum puddin’, did I? Well, I’ll catch 
you up on that!” 

“I’m speechless!” Cummings said when he 
got through. “Literally speechless! Why? 
That’s all I can say, why? Why’d she make 
it? Why’d she take it to the sale? Why’d 
she steal it? Why—in the name of all that’s 
holy, why did she stuff it into an abandoned 
mailbox?” 

“Wa-el,” Asey said, “there’s only one an¬ 
swer. I sort of thought so from the very 
first.” 

“Can you bear to enlighten me?” Cum¬ 
mings said. “I mean, mine is a common or 
garden brain, standard size. It barely com¬ 
prehends a square plum pudding. It can’t 
make any deductions from it.” 

“It’s my guess,” Asey said, “that in with 
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the plum is a good dose of arsenic, or roach 
powder, or the like." 

“Oh, stop!” Cummings said. “Stop! Tell 
me just one reason why Ada Curran should 
murder Ann Tinsbury, with square puddings 
or any other means! Just one reason!” 

“Search me!” Asey said. “That’s the flaw. 
Only thing I can think of they had in com¬ 
mon is livin’ in the same part of town—oh, 
doc, I’m a dope! Of course!” 

“You’re obviously misguided in some 
strange way,” Cummings said, “but I doubt 
if you’re really a dope. Of course what?” 

“Look, Ann planned to sell her land, didn’t 
she?” 

“Did she?” 

“Yes, it must be somethin’ else I forgot to 
mention,” Asey said. “To some development 
company.” 

“Well, what of it? What’s that got to do 
with Ada Curran?” 

“Look, doc, development company! That 
trad’d get all cut up—an’ it would probably 
get built on—” 

“I get it! And the lovely view would go, 
and Ada’s boarding and jelly trade would 
get shot! Oh, and better than that, Asey, it 
would shoot the boat works. Her brother’s, 
you know. That shore along there would 
get all chopped up, and his channel loused 
up—yes, by George, I think you’ve got 
something! Let’s go see! Ada’s a morbid 
soul—wait, Asey!” 

“What’s the matter?” 

“You haven’t a shred of evidence, you 
know! Not a shred of proof!” 

Asey laughed and started Junior. “I got 
the puddin’.” he said. “Who wants proof? 
But it occurs to me we also ought to create 
an unfavorable impression. Let’s us be mor¬ 
bid. After all, I don’t think she’ll be ex¬ 
pectin’ to have this puddin’ trundle back to 
her so soon, if ever, an’ let’s us take advan¬ 
tage of it!” 

M ISS CURRAN was not in bed, as Asey 
had fully expected she would be, but 
sitting at her kitchen table. Account books 
were spread out before her, and she seemed 
to be busily figuring. 

Asey and Cummings watched her briefly 
through the glass top of the back door, and 
then Asey knocked. 

She tried to bar the doorway, but Asey 
strode in past her, and Cummings closed the 
door and stood in front of it. 

“What—” Miss Curran began. 

Then, as she watched Asey put the square 
pudding on the kitchen table, her jaws be¬ 
gan to drop. 

There was no need to play the scene Asey 
and Cummings had rehearsed. 

Miss Curran broke without it. 
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CHAPTER XIV 

(ALMOST before they real¬ 
ized what was happening, 
‘she was down on the floor, 
gripping Asey’s knees, cry¬ 
ing wildly, sobbing out inco¬ 
herent words, and demand¬ 
ing forgiveness. 

It took ten minutes to put 
her story together. 

_ She and her brother had 

wanted to buy a piece of 
land from Ann Tinsbury, after King died, 
but Ann had no desire to sell the place ex¬ 
cept as a whole, and paid no attention to the 
Curran family’s offers. With the breaking 
up of the Tinsbury land into small lots, the 
Currans had foreseen an end to their streak 
of prosperity, if not downright disaster. 
Their view would be lost, along with the 
peace and quiet for which Miss Curran’s 
boarders paid so royally. The channel would 
be bridged, the boat business would go. 

“So,” Asey said, “you got to broodin’ 
about it, an’ decided to kill Ann, huh? An’ 
you made the puddin’—what was in it, 
arsenic?” 

Miss Curran nodded. 

“An’,” Asey said, “you managed to get it 
over to the sale without anyone’s knowin’ 
who’d brought it. I s’pose if you’d seen on 
the list that Ann Tinsbury wanted an orange 
layer cake, you’d have stuffed an orange 
layer cake with arsenic, too!” 

“Wonderful opportunity,” Cummings said. 
“Never thought before of the marvelous 
possibilities of a to-order cake sale! What 
got into you to swipe the pudding, Ada?” 

“I met Asey, and he talked about Ann— 
he said she was dead! And I was at the sale 
and knew she hadn’t come! When I got 
home, I phoned—” 

“So it was workin’ all the time, was it?” 
Asey asked. 

“I said it wasn’t, because I didn’t want 
you around! How was I to know that you’d 
come home?” she said. “I never counted on 
your being here! And then you appeared 
there on the beach road! I didn’t know what 
to think when you said you wanted to 
phone!” she paused to wipe her eyes. “First 
I thought you knew about me and the pud¬ 
ding! I thought you’d already found out! I 
was shaking like a leaf!” 

“Ah, conscience!” Cummings said. 

“Funny part of it is that she was,” Asey 
said. “An’ I just thought it was my lookin’ 
like a tramp that scared her! So you phoned 
—then what?” 

“I found Ann hadn’t come and got the 
pudding, after I left the sale. Then I knew it 
•wasn’t me who’d killed her—” 


“An’ somehow you thought it out enough 
to know that the puddin’ hadn’t better be 
left around loose, under the circumstances,” 
Asey said. 

“Why, it was dangerous! Why, it could 
have killed someone!” Miss Curran returned. 

“I’ve heard everything!” Cummings said. 
“By George, now I’ve heard everything— 
Asey, did you hear what she just said?” 

“Uh-huh, I heard. So you decided you’d 
go an’ steal it back, an’,” Asey said, “you 
nearly got caught red-handed in my shed, 
too! Now, why—” 

“For God’s sakes, get to that!” Cummings 
said. “I’ve been in suspense long enough! 
Why did you put it in the mailbox, Ada?” 

Miss Curran said very plaintively that 
wherever she went, someone was there. 

“I couldn’t seem to get rid of it! And I 
didn’t want to throw it just anywhere, where 
some poor animal might eat it, and die!” 

“I’m touched,” Asey said, “but I’m not 
awful convinced about them poor animals! I 
understand what she run into, though, doc. 
Remember Jennie an’ the rubber girdle she 
couldn’t get rid of? Well, so you finally 
stuck the puddin’ in the mailbox. Did you 
have any intention of doin’ anything more 
about it?” 

Obviously, that was as far as Miss Cur¬ 
ran had been able to think out. To her, the 
abandoned letter box was the end. 

“Hm. Out of your life forever!” Cum¬ 
mings said. “It’s very interesting. These 
borderline cases, I mean,” he added thought¬ 
fully. “A person may live a seemingly nor¬ 
mal life, and then he or she gets an obsession, 
and then—bang! Well, so much for the pud¬ 
ding. That you didn’t kill her is obviously 
no fault of yours! Was your brother in on 
this, too? Where’s Charley?” 

“Oh, no, no! He’s away, in Maine!” Miss 
Curran sounded shocked. “He didn’t know 
anything about my plan! He’d never have 
let me, never! I never would have dared 
if he’d been home!” 

“So he,” Cummings said, “is the steady¬ 
ing influence, is he? And without him, you 
run slightly amok. I see!” 

“Where’s your boarder, Miss Curran?” 
Asey asked. “Is he home?” 

“Mr. Prunn? Oh, yes, he’s in bed. He 
went to bed long ago.” 

“I want to see him,” Asey said. “What 
room is he in?” 

“But he didn’t know about the pudding, 
he didn’t have anything to do—” 

“I know. I just want to see him. Show 
me where he is.” 

Asey looked with interest at Armand 
Prunn when he opened the door of the up¬ 
stairs bedroom in response to Miss Cur¬ 
ran’s knock. 
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Certainly the fellow was the right height, 
he thought. The right build, too. Blond— 
but that meant nothing. Brian’s normally 
light-brown hair had been made to appear 
dark without much trouble! 

“Yes?” 

“Mr. Prunn,” Asey said, “I’m sorry to 
trouble you. I know that you knew Ann 
Tinsbury—” 

“I have heard of her death. I am very, 
very sorry.” There was the faintest trace of 
an accent in his speech. “I do not under¬ 
stand how this has happened to her—will the 
gentlemen come in? You are perhaps the 
police, yes?” 

“In a manner of speakin’,” Asey said, 
“yes.” 

He looked at the full ash trays, the eve¬ 
ning paper crumpled up on the floor, the 
magazines on the bed table, the novel lying 
half open on the bureau. To all outward ap¬ 
pearances, Mr. Prunn had been spending a 
quiet evening, just curled up with some 
good reading, in Miss Curran’s front bed¬ 
room. 

“I only wondered,” he went on, “if you’d 
happened to have seen Ann Tinsbury to¬ 
day?” 

“But yes, this very morning! I am what 
you may call a suitor,” Armand Prunn said, 
“in a small way. I ask her once more if she 
will marry me, perhaps, she says, as always, 
no. Do sit down, gentlemen!” 

H E WAVED hospitably toward a couple 
of stiff-backed rockers, and proffered 
cigarettes. 

“Do I gather,” Asey said, “that you weren’t 
particularly desolated by bein’ turned 
down?” 

Armand shrugged as he sat down on the 
edge of the bed and crossed his legs. 

“I am always hopeful,” he said. “Always. 
For the last few years it has been very 
necessary that I am always hopeful.” 

“I see,” Asey said. “An’ Ann didn’t seem 
to be worried about anythin’, or anybody?” 

“She was, as always, in the best of health 
and spirits. Me, I cannot comprehend who 
would do this thing to her. Nor,” Armand 
said, “do I believe it will have occurred to 
Ann that such a horrible thing could happen 
to her.” 

Steward, Asey remembered, had said al¬ 
most the same thing. 

“Thank you, Mr. Prunn.” Asey got up from 
the rocker. “Sorry to have bothered you.” 

“You mean,” Armand’s face wore a dis¬ 
concerted expression, “that is all you gentle¬ 
men wish of me?” 

“Yes,” Asey said, “unless you have any¬ 
thin’ you’d particularly like to tell us. You 
seem sort of surprised,” he added. 
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Armand’s white teeth flashed in a smile. 
“In my country, gentlemen,” he said, “the 
methods of the police have been quite dif¬ 
ferent. Yes.” 

As he climbed back into Junior, Cum¬ 
mings finally permitted himself a snort of 
irritation. 

“Didn’t work out very well, did it?” he 
said. “No soap on Ada Curran, no soap on 
the count!” 

“I don’t know why you say that,” Asey 
returned. “Miss Curran give us a lovely 
explanation of how she put arsenic in a 
puddin’, an’ how she didn’t poison Ann Tin- 
bury. But there’s not any particular reason, 
doc, why she couldn’t have killed her just 
the same, you know!” 

“What?” 

“Wa-el, is there? She lives near the inlet 
woods, she could have picked up a buoy, an’ 
she had a motive. No reason why she couldn’t 
have left the puddin’ at my house, come 
back here an’ killed Ann, an’ so forth an’ 
so on! In short, provin’ you didn’t kill some¬ 
one one way don’t necessarily prove you 
couldn’t’ve killed ’em another!” 

“Well,” Cummings said, “well. Well, I 
concede the point. Her mind is just border¬ 
line enough, just twisty enough to do some¬ 
thing like that—all right, I’ll concede the 
point freely. She did spill over and emote 
pretty quickly! But you drew a blank on 
the count, didn’t you?” 

“Oh, no, doc!” Asey said as he started the 
car. “No, indeed! He’s my looter.” 

Cummings’ yelp of disbelief rose over the 
sound of Junior’s engine. 

“He is? How’d you know? Whyn’t you 
do something about it? Where are you 
going? If he’s your looter, you crazy nut, 
what are you going away for?” 

“I want to think,” Asey said, “an’ I want 
to get out of the range of Armand’s win¬ 
dows. I got a problem. Sure, I guessed that 
he was my man, first glance I had of him. 
An’ when I saw the iodine bottle out, an’ 
when he crossed his legs, I knew he was.” 

“Are you crazy? What,” Cummings de¬ 
manded, “what are you talking about?” 

“Cat scratches.” 

“Cat scratches?” 

“Uh-huh. On his ankles,” Asey said. 
“Zanies had been after him, too, an’ recent. 
Now,” he drew up by the side of the road, 
“let’s figure my problem out. Where do you 
put your loot? You don’t take it away, be¬ 
cause no one’s seen any trucks.. Therefore 
it’s here. Somewhere. Now, I want some¬ 
thin’ unused, an’ barny, an’ big. Some¬ 
thing no one goes to. I want an abandoned 
mailbox, on a much larger scale. Let’s see!” 

He started Junior up suddenly, and, ignor¬ 
ing Cummings’ protests about speed, drove 
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rapidly to the opposite side of town. 

Cummings whistled as he pulled up in 
front of a large, barnlike edifice. “Asey!” 

“Wa-el, why not, doc? Anythin’ more like 
an abandoned mailbox on a large scale than 
a summer barn theater? I bet I’m right!” 

He forced a window and went in. 

Cummings, muttering, followed. 

“There!” Asey played a flashlight around. 
“Antiques, books, an’ all the rest. There, 
that’s a load off my mind! Now, we’ll go back 
an’ see Armand. I use the term ‘we’ kind 
of loose. You’ll go back an’ see him. You’ll 
ask him hurried an’ polite if he’ll come down¬ 
stairs, please, there’s someone you want him 
to identify. I’ll do the rest.” 

“Going to jump him?” 

“I’ve learned to take no chances on Prince 
Torso,” Asey said. “This trip, I’m goin’ to 
be waitin’ with Miss Curran’s clothesline!” 

Fifteen minutes later, Cummings gave it 
as his opinion that Miss Curran’s clothesline 
was very efficient stuff. 

“You have before you now only the prob¬ 
lem of making him talk,” he added. “Some¬ 
thing in his face makes me think that 
nastier men than we have failed.” 

“We can always try bein’ polite,” Asey 
said. “Mr. Prunn, just why have you gone 
in for this lootin’?” 

Armand looked up at him. 

“Man must live,” he said simply. “And 
you people in this country are so very, very 
careless with your possessions!” 

Fifteen minutes later, Cummings sighed. 

“Well, that’s his sentence,” he said, “and 
he’s certainly sticking to it! Man must live, 
and we’re so damned careless! Finger¬ 
prints’ll get him, won’t they? Why not turn 
him over to Hanson?” 

“I’m going to. We got him on the lootin’ 
angle,” Asey said. “What I wanted was 
more of the murder angle. Wa-el, even if he 
won’t fill in the chinks, I think I know ’em. 
He was the lad who jumped me by the 
bridge, an’ the one I mixed with at Tins- 
bury’s. He was there in the inlet woods, too. 
An’ no matter how casual he likes to seem, 
he’d just got turned down by Ann for the 
umptieth time. An’ she was leavin’. Tie him 
up in some of your surgical knots, doc, an’ 
we’ll stick him in back. Hanson’ll be over at 
Maggie Peeling’s.” 

Cumming started to laugh as they bundled 
Armand into the back of the jeep. 

“Names,” he said in response to Asey’s 
query. “Amand Prunn—think of it by sound! 
Almond Prune!- And—Lemoyne! And Cook! 
And Peeling. Curran. Steward. Tinsbury! 
And a square pudding! It just all strikes me 
as funny. The cookery department.” 

“Mildred’s last name,” Asey observed, “is 
Rayson.” 


“All we need,” Cummings said, “is a dash 
of cinnamon—think he’s secure?” 

“He should be. We’ll stop and pick up Sam 
at the Tinsbury house. They don’t need 
him any more, their jewels are safe enough 
now. He can stand guard.” 

“What in blazes,” Cummings said, “have 
you got on this front seat, anyway? First 
I sit on that damned pudding, now I sit on 
packets! What are all these things?” 

“Hurricane postcards. Didn’t you ever get 
sold any?” 

“Oh, yes, they’ve been around the house, 
but I saw the real thing. I don’t need to look 
at pictures. What about things, Asey?” 

SEY shrugged. 

“Let’s see what Hanson’s pried out of 
that lot at Maggie’s, first,” he said. 

Hanson came running out in the driveway 
to meet them. “A couple minutes more,” he 
said, “and I’d have gone bats—hey, what 
you doing here, Sam? What goes on?” 

“Your looter,” Asey said. “Snap on that 
outside light an’ meet him face to face.” 

Hanson turned on the light, and then 
leaned over and peered at Armand. 

“So he’s the one who walloped you?” he 
said. “This—hey! Hey, doc! Doc!” 

“Nice of you to notice me,” Cummings 
said. “I’m flattered. I want you to know that 
I’ve been of enormous assistance. At one 
point, I held a flashlight while Asey inspected 
this fellow’s loot over in the summer theater. 
I also lured him out of his bedroom. And for 
a brief period, I looked menacingly at Ada 
Curran. You couldn’t possibly get on with¬ 
out me—only don’t tell my nephew so!” 

“The stuff’s in the theater?” 

“Uh-huh,” Asey said. “It is. An’ I’ve 
warned Sam not to undo this lad till you 
get him in a cell. You’ll have to set Jameson 
on him—he’s not talkin’. He’s a product of 
concentration camps an’ unrest,” he added, 
“an’ he thinks us Americans are very care¬ 
less folks to leave our things about loose. 
He’s all yours! Put him in Hanson’s car, 
Sam. What did you find out?” 

“I think I got it all out of ’em, but at what 
cost to me!” Hanson said. “Lois says yes, she 
met Ann, but Ann was in a hurry to get to 
the post office and they only talked a minute 
or two. She didn’t expect to see Lois again, 
on account of expecting to be busy with the 
Stewards after she came back from the sale. 
She advised Lois to tell Brian what she felt 
about him. Said she wouldn’t be any worse 
off.” 

“Sounds reasonable,” Asey said. 

“Well, maybe. She says that’s all that 
happened between ’em. Maggie’s admitted 
laying the cod line to mark a boundary— 
that was like pulling teeth! She says on 
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walking the length of it back from the shore, 
she found Ann’s body, and ran like hell. Be¬ 
cause only a few minutes before, when she 
was laying it down, she saw Ann, and spoke 
to her. She says Ann said she was sorry for 
the fuss they’d had, but she thought Mag¬ 
gie’s talents would show better in a book 
about someone else, and Maggie says they 
shook hands—a likely story, if you ask me!” 

“Ann was apparently in a benevolent sort 
of goin’ away mood,” Asey said. “She turned 
down your looter nice an’ soft in the morn- 
in’, we learned, too. What about the reelin’ 
in of that line?” 

“She ran away first,” Hanson said. “Scared 
stiff, see? Then she realized she mustn’t leave 
the line there, so she went back and started 
to reel it in. There was something on the 
end, and she got scared again and peeked, 
and saw you—must have been you, I guess! 
Only she thought it was the murderer. Then 
you went running off, and she wound up 
the rest of the line, with that plate on the 
end, and went home like crazy. You know 
the rest She stuck the plate back, and got 
some new line.” 

“Huh. How’d you make out with Brian?” 

Hanson sighed. “He was the hardest. He 
claims, Asey, that Ann yelled at him—he 
was down on the shore helping someone or 
other rescue a hen coop. Well, Ann yelled 
at him she was going, and he went up to the 
path and spoke to her. Said she didn’t know 
when she’d be back, and—” 

“Whoa—was this after she’d seen Lois?” 

“That’s right. And before Maggie, the 
way I doped it out. None of ’em has any 
idea about times. Well,” Hanson said, “she 
told him she was a lost cause, and for him 
to use his head and look at Lois.” 

“So! Fits in so wonderful, they might al¬ 
most have planned it! Did Brian explain 
about stealin’ the letters from Tinsbury’s?” 

“Maggie isn’t a girl who gives up easy,” 
Hanson said. “In spite of this chummy talk 
with Ann, she still wanted those letters to 
write that book. She whipped up some long- 
winded story that made Brian think it’d be 
funny to steal ’em—didn’t sound funny to 
me, I must say! But he claims it was, and he 
went and snitched the letters. He claims 
he didn’t know about Ann being murdered. 
Hadn’t heard it on the radio or seen the 
paper. Say, Asey, how could he have got 
into Tinsbury’s without anyone knowing?” 

“Wa-el, I did! I s’pose,” Asey said, “if we 
want to be charitable an’ give him the bene¬ 
fit of the doubt, we can guess he came while 
I was listenin’ to the Stewards. I didn’t hear 
him. They didn’t. If Armand did, while 
he was stealin’ the jewel cases, he didn’t 
mention it—wonder why Brian didn’t get 
scratched, too!” 
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“Honest, Asey,” Hanson said, “I’m dead. 
I can manage to get this fellow back, but 
that’s about all—what’ll we do about the 
bunch of ’em? One minute I keep thinking 
they’re all guilty as hell, and the next min¬ 
ute, they seem to be innocent little lambs! 
I feel that way about the Stewards, too!” 

“It’s also my general impression,” Asey 
said, “about Armand—his name’s Armand 
Prunn, by the way!—an’ Miss Curran. Sum 
her up for him, doc.” 

Cummings summed her up, in his own 
picturesque fashion. 

“So,“ Asey said, “you can brood about 
her, too. An’ by the way, Hanson, did you 
think to ask Brian or Maggie about those 
lapel pins, an’ if she was wearin’ two? Well, 
no matter, we can let it go till tomorrow.” 

“I’ll ask now,” Hanson said. “Jennie re¬ 
minded me of ’em, but we got sidetracked—” 

“Jennie in there?” Cummings interrupted. 
“I must go see her! Come on in, Asey, you 
might as well find out about the pins.” 

Asey shook his head. 

“I’m broodin’,” he said. 

It was, he thought to himself after the pair 
had disappeared inside, such a silly thing 
to brood about! 

But if Ann Tinsbury had been hurrying 
to the post office that early in the afternoon, 
then she was rushing to mail letters, to get 
them off on the afternoon train. She wasn’t 
going to get letters. The morning mail would 
have been sorted, the evening mail hadn’t 
come. 

“All right!” he said aloud. “Where in 
blazes were her letters she was mailin’? 
Where are they? Who took ’em!” 

Without particularly thinking about them, 
he picked up a packet of the hurricane post¬ 
cards, broke the string around them, and 
looked through them. 

Those letters had to be somewhere! Some¬ 
one had taken them! He stopped suddenly, 
and looked down at one of the pictures. 

He continued to look at it for a long while. 

W HEN Cummings and Jennie finally came 
out with Hanson, he dropped it hur¬ 
riedly on the seat. 

“They both think Ann had on the pins—” 
Hanson broke off as another car piled into 
the driveway, and Horner got out of Cum¬ 
mings’ old sedan. 

“Couldn’t stay away,” he said. “Tossed and 
turned, wondering what you—oh!” 

“Look!” Cummings said quickly. “I wasn’t 
ever coming near you, I didn’t mean you to 
know I was back! Truth is, I couldn’t stay 
away from this mess! I’m not going to inter¬ 
fere with you—” 

“Look, uncle, if I had another day of this, 
I’d pop!” Horner said. “I’ve spent the last 


DETECTIVE NOVEL MAGAZINE 


hour wondering if I dared write you to come 
back—I knew I couldn’t last one week, let 
alone two! Truth is, it’s more of a pace than 
I thought! Now, I’m way behind—what’s 
happened?” 

“I’ll catch you up,” Asey said. “Come along 
in Junior with Jennie an’ me—we’ll drop 
you off. Doc can take his sedan back.” 

“Oh, let me go in Junior!” Cummings said. 
“I like that thing! I’ve sure taken a fancy to 
it! I’d give money for one just like it! I—” 

“Like Hanson,” Asey said, “I have so much 
stamina, an’ no more. We’re callin’ it a day, 
an’ I’ll catch him up on the way back. Come 
on, Horner. Jennie, sit in back so’s I can talk 
to him.” 

It seemed to Jennie that there was some¬ 
thing definitely wrong with the roads Asey 
was taking. She started to say so, once or 
twice, but she couldn’t manage to make her¬ 
self heard. In the front seat, Asey was talk¬ 
ing to Homer. 

“So Miss Curran said—hey,” he slowed 
down. “There’s the old Bradbury place, the 
one with the cupola!” 

“Oh, yes, this is where I got stuck!” Hor¬ 
ner said reminiscently. “They’ve moved the 
trees off the road since afternoon, but I had 
to walk through these woods—” 

“Through these woods?” 

“Why, yes! This is Briar Lane, the place 
in the photograph. With the cupola!” 

Asey leaned back against the car seat. 

“Sure, Horner?” 

“Why, of course!” Horner sounded 
amused. “I know, I was stuck right over 
there! And there’s Bradbury’s, with the cu¬ 
pola, and I know it’s Briar Lane, because it’s 
written on that photograph on uncle’s desk. 
It’s right by the inlet woods. I walked from 
here to old Aunt Mary Swett’s.” 

“All six miles?” Asey asked softly. 

“Six? It’s only half a mile—” 

“It’s six. This is the Bradbury house, 
Horner. It used to be on Briar Lane, an’ 
only half a mile from the inlet woods, an 
Aunt Mary’s. It used to be just where it was 
in that photograph of Cumming’s, on his 
desk. Only—they moved it, Horner. Ten 
years ago. It’s on Pond Road, now. That’s 
where you are. Six miles from the inlet!” 

“How did you do it?” Horner asked in a 
strained voice. 

“I looked through some hurricane post¬ 
cards,” Asey said. “They been in my pocket, 
some of ’em, ever since I been home, but I 
only bothered to look a little while ago. 
There was one of this place. I remembered, 
suddenly, that it’d been moved. An’ finally, 
I figured out what you’d done.” 

“Yes?” 

“You weren’t ever on Briar Lane, but you 
wanted people to think you had been. You 


wanted people to think so, because then, 
though you would put yourself near the 
place where Ann was killed, you’d be placing 
yourself nearer the beginnin’ of that path 
she took!” 

“And?” Horner said. 

“An’ you had a picture right in front of 
you of a house with a cupola, and Briar 
Lane written across the front of it. You also 
had a packet of hurricane postcards, one of 
’em was that same house with a cupola, an’ 
the road in front of it was all covered with 
fallen trees. That one didn’t say Briar Lane. 
None of them hurricane cards has place 
names. Only the town name. But you knew 
—or thought you did. Because it was the 
same house. You could say you went to the 
inlet by Briar Lane—not the regular road 
you actually did take, that put you very near 
the middle of that path. You could say 
that you got stuck, an’ wandered around an’ 
walked to your patient. You’re a stranger 
here. It would all make sense.” 

“And I’d have got away with it, too, 
wouldn’t I?” Horner asked. “If you hadn’t 
come home, and if I hadn’t gone too far 
with a cupola I’d never seen! Okay, Asey. 
I won’t kick and scream. I’ll go quietly.” 

L OIS pounced on Asey as he entered his 
kitchen the next morning. 

“Jennie made me wait,” she said. “She 
wouldn't tell me a thing till you came— 
how did he do it, Asey? What did he do? 
Why did he do it? How! Tell me!” 

“Wa-el,” Asey said, “he did it quite easy. 
He drove out the regular road to the inlet, 
started walkin’ across lots to Aunt Mary’s, 
an’ met Ann.” 

“I didn’t know they knew each other!” 
“They did! Probably she was the last 
person he expected to see. He thought she 
was still abroad. She thought he was in 
France. An’ Ann was a direct person. She 
said she had just written him a letter. Had 
it right there. She’d heard casual from some¬ 
one that he was just openin’ a new office in 
New York. She wanted to know when he’d 
left the sevice. an’ why had his letters come 
from abroad if he was home—that was easy 
enough, he’d fixed it so they would—an’ 
most of all, what about her money?” 

“Her money?” Lois said. “Hers?” 

“Just so. He’d been misusin’ money she’d 
given him for charitable purposes. She ac¬ 
cused him of it, an’ he killed her. That’s 
the story, in a nutshell.” 

“But what charitable purposes?” 

“You told me yourself about her charitable 
whims,” Asey said. “Horner was one of 
’em—though it turned out different than she 
planned. It all began a year or so ago, when 
she heard him yearnin’ for some money to 
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cure some kid—he was in the navy, an’ the 
affair Was beyond his reach. One of those 


things he couldn’t touch, an’ none of the out¬ 
fits of regular relief could, either. Ann forked 
over the money, the kid got cured. Homer 
found other cases. Ann supplied the money. 
Horner claims she almost forced it on him.” 

“Ann would have,” Lois said. “He was 
doing the things she liked best to have done. 
Her way, too.” 

“Uh-huh. But it led to the inevitable re¬ 
sults,” Asey said. “Horner was honest enough 
at first. But then he kept some money, an’ 
then he kept more. When he got out of the 
navy, he was in a position to open a swell 
New York office with fancy equipment!” 

“On her money!” Lois said “Oh!” 

“Exactly. Ann was no fool. When she 
heard he was home, an’ startin’ to practice, 
she got sore. But, Ann was stuck. She 
couldn’t prove he’d gypped her. The money 
arrangements was too intricate. All her own 
fault, too. She insisted on ’em. because she 
wanted to keep Horner’s navy record clear. 
She didn’t want to get him into trouble, she 
wanted him to keep on with this extracur¬ 
ricular charitable work. But when she met 
him yesterday, she accused him, quick. 
Waved letters at him—one to him, one to her 
lawyers. Horner had his bag in one hand, 
an’ that buoy of mine in the other—” 

“Where’d he get that, anyway?” Jennie 
asked. “I never did find that out!” 

“He’d just stumbled over it in the field, 
where someone had dropped it—probably 
started to take it home from the shore, an’ 
then changed their minds. He noticed my 
name, an’ picked it up. Intended to take it 
hack home with him. An’ when she accused 
him, he hit her with it. Then he carried her 
a distance along the path, an’ put her down. 
He seen Maggie’s cod line lyin’ there, an’ he 
meant to fix it up so’s to look like an acci¬ 
dent. Only he didn’t have time. He had to 
leave it over her shoulders, because Maggie 
was walkin’ back along her cod line bound. 
He had to beat it. But he felt pretty safe.” 

“He felt fine,” Jennie said, “till he got 
home, an’ the phone rang, an’ it was you, 
askin’ him to come quick! I heard him say 
that was a body blow!” 

“I think it was. That,” Asey said, “was 
when he figured he’d say he went by Briar 
Lane, instead of the regular road. An’ that, 
you might say, proved his undoin’.” 

“What about that flower pin, the topaz 
pin?” Lois asked. “Who took that?” 

“It caught in Homer’s coat, when he was 
carryin’ her, an’ come off. He stuck it in the 
bottom of his black bag—an’,” Asey said, “I’d 
ought to have had wit enough to have doped 
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that out last night at Tinsbury’s house! 
Zanies was playin’ with the bag, an’ he 
pounced on her so quick! But up till then, 
he’d let me handle the cat I should ought 
to have guessed he didn’t want me near 
that bag. I’d ought to have caught on sooner, 
from the way he tried to help me, an’ the 
helpful way he brought up looters. Lots of 
things should’ve told me! Like Brian, he 
hasn’t been back long,” he added thought¬ 
fully. “He hasn’t learned to get used to lots 
of things, like not hittin’ quick—” 

He broke off as he saw Cummings ap¬ 
proaching. He hadn’t seen the doctor since 
last night, and he almost didn’t want to. 

“That jeep!” Cummings said offhandedly 
as he entered the kitchen. “That jeep— 
hello, Jennie, hello, Lois, Asey! I love that 
jeep! I’d give a thousand for that jeep!” 

“Will you make out the check,” Jennie 
said with equal nonchalance which she also 
didn’t feel, “to the Women’s Club?” 

“What? Why, sure. You don’t mean—” 
“I hate to give it up,” Jennie said sadly, 
“havin’ just found out it’s mine—but it’s a 
lovely way to rebuild the clubhouse, an’ that 
insurance was all my fault. P’r’aps you’ll let 
me drive it sometimes—” 

“Doc,” Asey said, “I’m awfully sorry about 
him!” 

“I know. I knew last night,” Cummings 
paused. “The minute I saw your face when 
I came out of Maggie Peeling’s, I knew. Felt 
pretty badly about it, but—oh, well. Speak¬ 
ing of names,” he went on, “I hope you 
realize his is Jack Horner—what’s that?” 
he broke off suddenly and pointed under the 
stove. “That cat! Not the Siamese!” 

“The Stewards brought him, this morn¬ 
ing,” Jennie looked at Asey and they both 
knew the moment they’d been dreading was 
over. “He was fussin’ so, they couldn’t take 
him with ’em. They gave him to Asey. I 
certainly hope he’ll be happy, because it’s 
goin’ to be a terrible comedown for him, 
after all that wealth an’ luxury—” 

“And what,” Cummings interrupted, point¬ 
ing to the kitchen table, “what in God’s name 
is that collection of pies, and cakes, and pud¬ 
dings! Another cake sale?” 

Asey chuckled. “Oh,” he said, “that’s the 
sort of food you give people when they’re 
sick, or when you feel awful sorry about 
somethin’. That’s the reaction.” 

“The what?” 

“Reaction. Everyone thought I was a mur¬ 
derer, last night,” Asey said, “but now the 
reaction’s settin’ in. Those are gifts to me. 
An’ if you want to know, I’m not goin’ to 
eat one of ’em! I’ve had all the provin’ 
of puddin’s that I want for a lifetime!” 
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RUPERT'S PAST 

By RAY CUMMINGS 

The stranger who came to Dicksons lonely farm brought 
a mystery with him, and it led to gun-roaring conflict! 


T HE last place you might have expected 
any gunplay and stuff like that was on 
my quiet Vermont farm. But it hap¬ 
pened, and it was quite a bit of excitement 
while it lasted. The thing occurred about 
three weeks after Rupert came to work for 
us last summer. The last thing you’d expect, 
too, was that Rupert, and Rupert’s past, 
would ever get mixed up in violence and 


bloodshed. But they did. 

Me, I’m James Dickson. Maybe you may 
have had a meal sometimes in Dickson’s 
Diner. Before the war, I had it set up in a 
busy corner of the Bronx. My daughter, 
Lizbeth, helped me. But we didn’t ever really 
like it I was brought up on a farm, and just 
on a hunch, I bought this little Vermont 
place. We carted the diner up with us, 
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stored it out back of our small farmhouse. 

But the one-man farm hasn’t panned out 
very well. I guess I’m not cut out for a 
farmer, after all. Anyway, last summer, with 
the war over and cars beginning to pass 
our place, Lizbeth and I hauled out the 
diner and set it up in the front yard just 
behind the gate. It sure did look ridiculous 
but, especially on Saturdays and Sundays, 
quite a few cars stopped. 

We didn’t encourage anything but light 
tray service. Lizbeth, who is twenty and a 
good looker if I do say it myself, greeted 
the cars at the gate and brought the trays 
out. It worked pretty well. 

And then came Rupert. The first time I 
saw him was late one afternoon as he ap¬ 
peared, trudging along the highway. Rupert 
is quite something to behold. What I saw 
was a wizened little runt of man with a dusty 
derby on the back of his over-sized head, in 
his shirt-sleeves, dark ragged trousers much 
too big for him, his coat slung over his arm 
and a cheap, battered suitcase in his hand. 

It was a mid-week afternoon. The diner 
had no customers. Lizbeth was in the house. 
I was lolling in the shade of the side porch, 
with the green rolling hills of Vermont spread 
out before me. 

When the man on the road came closer, I 
saw he had a thin, seamed face, with tousled, 
unkempt brown hair like a bang straight 
across his forehead. His mouth was sunken 
and he was chewing a toothpick. He looked 
maybe about forty, but you couldn’t tell. 

I figured he would keep right on going 
past our gate. We’re in a lonely spot, not 
another farmhouse in sight as it happens. 
But we’re only about two miles from Glad¬ 
stone Falls. Which isn’t saying much, but at 
least it’s a town. 

Rupert saw me on the porch. At our gate, 
he hesitated. Then he took off his derby 
hat, smeared his shirt-sleeve across his wet 
forehead, opened our gate and came trudg¬ 
ing toward me. 

“Hello,” I said. “Headed for Gladstone 
Falls? Pretty hot, walking.” 

H E TOOK the toothpick carefully out of 
his mouth, favored me with a sort of 
vacuous look. 

“Sure is,” he said. 

Then he put the toothpick back in, and 
resumed mouthing it. 

“You look hot,” I said. That brought a 
nod. 


“Maybe you’d like a glass of water?” I 
suggested, after I had sat looking at him for a 
minute or two. 

He was swinging his short legs over the 
edge of the porch. His battered shoes were 
like canal-boats. He already had a sort of 
settled, contented look, as though he liked 
it here. 

“Sure would,” he said. Then his Adam’s 
apple bobbed in his stringy neck, and he 
gulped, “Can I have a job? Farmin’ or some¬ 
thin’?” 

“You ever done any?” 

He certainly didn’t look like a farmer. Or 
anything else, for that matter. Rupert just 
looked like himself. 

“Naw,” he said. “But I can try.” 

And that’s how Rupert came to live with 
us. His full name was Rupert Jermingham 
Hammerfester, but we let it go at Rupert. 
Lizbeth and I were pretty lonely here, after 
the Bronx, and what with one thing and 
another there was always plenty of work to 
do. We figured Rupert would be helpful. 

I started him on a few simple farm chores. 
Once he had managed to learn them, he did 
them—well, like he did everything, with that 
vacuous automaton look. And when they 
were finished he just sat around, apparently 
quite happy, not bothered by having to think 
any thoughts at all. Just sitting, mouthing a 
toothpick. 

Rupert was certainly a habitual toothpick 
user. He had a fair supply when he arrived. 
When they were gone, I had to bring him 
more from Gladstone Falls. We never saw 
him, working or just sitting, without a tooth¬ 
pick in his mouth. Which was odd because, 
though maybe once he might have needed 
them, the need was gone now. Rupert didn’t 
have a tooth in his head. 

Like the toothpick thing, Rupert’s past 
seemed pretty well mixed up with his present. 
He hadn’t been with us more than a few days 
when his past began cropping up in earnest. 
He never did tell us much about himself, 
but his various former activities must have 
been quite something. And they sure were 
with us in spirit. 

For instance, we found him one evening 
over in a corner of the kitchen shining a 
pair of my shoes. He had found the polish 
and such, left over from the Bronx, at the 
back of a kitchen shelf. When he finished, 
Rupert mouthed his toothpick vigorously, 
and with a professional twitch of the polish¬ 
ing cloth through the air, made it snap with 
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a loud bang. Quite evidently, somewhere 
back in his past, Rupert had been a boot- 
black. 

And there were the times when he hap¬ 
pened to be in the front yard while Lizbeth 
was serving a car. The trays hooked on the 
car window casement. Rupert, when he had 
a chance, sometimes would sidle up and get 
the tray away, or the individual dishes off 
it with a skillful nimbleness. Sometimes 
even before the patron had finished eating. 
That was left over from when maybe he was 
a busboy in a cafeteria or something. 

He gave Lizbeth, and an automobile party, 
quite a start one afternoon. While Lizbeth 
was taking their tray order, somehow Rupert 
managed to get some of their suitcases out 
of the car, packing them neatly under his 
arms, and with one in each hand. I suppose 
that was from when he was a bellhop or a 
porter. 

Anyway, presently there arrived that 
afternoon I’ve mentioned, when we got mixed 
up in the sort of crook stuff you might expect 
to bump into in the Bronx, but certainly not 
on my quiet Vermont farm. Me, I’m a meek 
sort of guy, crowding fifty. I’ve never had a 
gun, much less ever used one on anybody 
And so far, nobody’d ever used one on me. 

It was a Saturday afternoon when the thing 
began, though of course we didn’t know any¬ 
thing unusual was beginning. Business for 
the diner was slack. We had no car for a 
couple of hours. Then, just about sundown, 
one stopped and honked at the gate. Lizbeth 
went out. 

It was a sleek, gaudy-looking open car, 
with three young men in it. They were the 
wise-guy type. Slick-haired, flashy clothes. 
One of them whistled when Lizbeth arrived. 

“Hello, sister,” said another. “How’s about 
hamburgers and coffee?” 

They started to get out of the car. 

“Sure,” Lizbeth said. “You don’t need to 
get out. I’ll bring trays.” 

But they all got out, and came into the 
diner. Our equipment in the diner was 
pretty sketchy. We had electricity, but with¬ 
out gas or running water here, we had to 
improvise. The three young fellows grinned 
as they gazed around at the dismantled stuff 
which once had been in full swing in the 
Bronx. Then they sat down at the counter 
and concentrated on Lizbeth. 

There was one of them who seemed less 
talkative than the others. A slack-jawed, 
pimply youth with shining, patent leather 


hair. They called him Pete. It seemed to 
me, though at the time I discarded it, that 
his gaze went appraisingly to my cash register 
at the end of the counter. 

And I fancied he looked startled when he 
chanced to notice a jeweled brooch Lizbeth 
was wearing. Her mother had treasured it, 
and so did Lizbeth, who by some feminine 
quirk insisted on wearing it here on the farm 
a good part of the time. 

HEN our customers had finished and 
were ready to leave, this fellow Pete 
said suddenly: 

“You got a farm here?” 

“Yes,” I said. 

“Just you and the girl here?” 

“Yes,” I said. 

They were at the diner door, ready to leave. 
Then they saw Rupert, who was standing 
there at the top of the steps, chewing his 
toothpick and gazing vacuously at them. 
They guffawed. 

“My gosh,” Pete said, “who is that?” 

“He works here,” I said shortly. “Good¬ 
night, boys. Hope you enjoyed your meal.” 

Rupert stood aside to let them pass, and 
politely held the screen door open. But 
Pete turned back. 

“Say,” he said, “you got a phone up at the 
house? Wont to make a call.” 

I knew you couldn’t see the telephone 
wires from down here. They were behind 
the house, with a lot of trees back there. 
I didn’t think much of the idea of having 
these fellows around any longer. 

“No,” I said. “Sorry.” 

“Okay,” he said. 

He left. The three of them climbed into 
their car, waved jauntily at Lizbeth, and 
drove away in the direction of Gladstone 
Falls. 

That was the end of it—or at least I 
thought so. By the time we were ready to 
close up that night. I’d forgotten all about 
them. Soon after they left we got pretty 
busy. The diner’s trade came by fits and 
jumps, so to speak. 

By the time it was fully dark, we had four 
cars out by the gate at once. I lighted the 
sign I had rigged by the side of the diner, 
and we were pretty busy all that Saturday 
evening. 

By eleven o’clock it slackened up. At mid¬ 
night, Lizbeth and I were sitting on the porch 
of the house. Rupert, sort of like a con¬ 
tented dog, was sitting near us on the porch 
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floor, swinging his legs over the edge and 
chewing on his toothpick. We hadn’t had a 
customer for nearly an hour. For half an 
hour maybe, no car had even passed. The 
diner had lights in it, and the sign was still 
lighted. 

“Might as well close up,” I said. 

“Okay,” Lizbeth agreed. “Pretty good 
day, Pop.” 

It was. And what with me not having 
bothered to go to the bank since the previous 
Wednesday, I had quite a bit of cash on hand. 

We went over to the diner. I turned off the 
electric sign. Then we went inside, made 
sure everything was okay for the night. I 
emptied the cash register, stuffing the bills 
and coins into my pockets. I had a little safe 
up at the house where I kept my cash. But 
since Saturday was our big day, most of it 
was here now. 

“Okay, Pop. Shall I put out the lights?” 

“Go ahead,” I said. 

Lizbeth switched off the inside diner lights. 
We went out and locked the door. With all 
the lights out, everything around the place 
was pretty dark, especially at first until your 
eyes got used to it. There was no moon. 
The sky was strewn with brilliant stars that 
seemed close and sharp. They look that way 
when you’re in the hills, and the air is clean 
and clear like it is in Vermont. 

Lizbeth and I crossed over by the gate, 
where a path leads up to the house. Every¬ 
thing was silent, and suddenly we heard the 
motor of a car on the road. 

Lizbeth and I are expert at hearing the 
sound of oncoming cars, we’ve sat on the 
quiet porch so often, listening for them. And 
this sound was startling, but because it 
wasn’t far away and gradually getting closer. 
It was a car, down in the direction of Glad¬ 
stone Falls, quite near here, and its motor 
was just starting up. 

Lizbeth and I had no time to wonder about 
it. We saw the car almost at once, the blob of 
it a few hundred yards away on the road. 
It was lightless. Then the headlights flashed 
on. They bathed the gate and Lizbeth and 
me with what at first was a dazzling, yellow- 
white glare. I guess about all we did was 
stand, startled. 

It was only a few seconds while the car 
dashed up and came to a stop with a screech 
and grind of brakes. The headlights were 
still on us, but I could see enough to realize 
it was a big open car. A man was standing 
up in the back of it now, with a big focusing 


flashlight whose white beam blended with 
the headlights on us. 

“This is a stickup!” a voice said then. 
“Stand still and put your hands up—snappy 
now!” 

Three slim figures were climbing out of 
the car. The three young squirts who had 
been here this afternoon. I couldn’t see them 
very well, but I had no doubt of it. They 
had come back, lurking nearby until our 
trade was over for the night and we had put 
out the lights. 

“Switch off those headlights, Eddie!” 

T HE headlights went dark, but the big 
flashlight one of them was holding still 
bathed us. The other two figures came at us. 
I could see they had guns in their hands, 
leveled at us, and handkerchiefs were tied 
around their faces, under their eyes, in the 
most approved fashion. 

“Come out here,” one of them ordered. 
“Keep your hands up. You won’t get hurt if 
you don’t try to start something.” 

Such was furthest from my thoughts. I 
had murmured a warning to Lizbeth. 

“Okay, Pop,” she responded, but I could 
see she was pretty tense and scared. 

The young bandit met us at the open gate. 
The flashlight on us gleamed on Lizbeth’s 
brooch. 

“Let’s have it, sister. I’ll take that.” He 
gestured with his gun. 

My shoulder nudged her in warning. She 
unfastened the brooch and silently handed it 

“Take the old guy over to the diner and 
get the cash!” one of the other men said, 
from behind me. “Hurry it!” 

Then his hands felt my bulging pockets. 
He let out a chortle. 

“Well I’ll be hanged if he ain’t got it all on 

I stood quiet while he fished it out. 

“Take it, and blast you!” I said. 

“Thanks.” 

“Maybe there’s more up at the house,” 
the other one said. “I’ll go see.” 

“The devil with that! C’mon!” 

The fellow they had called Eddie had 
climbed back behind the wheel of the car. 
He seemed nervous. He wanted to get going. 
I can’t say I blamed him. It would be compli¬ 
cated if another car or two happened to pass. 

The other two were backing away from us 
toward the car, and suddenly a little shadow 
came up from near it. Rupert! The head- 
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lights hadn’t happened to hit him and he had 
been here by the fence right along. His sud¬ 
den appearance startled the young crooks so 
that they jumped sideward as if they had 
been shot. 

Then as the flashlight went on Rupert, they 
laughed. “It’s just that yokel!” 

And being precipitated into the limelight 
so suddenly certainly startled Rupert. With 
heaven knows what of his past impelling him 
in the turmoil of this crisis, Rupert seemed to 
go all to pieces, with the urge to do several 
things at once. He started toward the front 
of the car. 

The crooks shoved him backward as they 
went past, but still he managed to help them 
close the car door as they climbed in. He 
was just trying to be helpful. He stood 
numbed, gazing after the car as its head¬ 
lights flashed on and it roared away. 

For a minute we stood quiet in the starlit 
silence. I know I had the feeling that if we 
moved, a shot would come back at us. Then 
the car was out of hearing, heading north in 
the direction of Marbleton. 

It didn’t take me long to dash up to the 
house and phone the police. The nearest 
practical place was Jamesville. the other side 
of Gladstone Falls. Marbleton would be noti¬ 
fied, but that was some twenty-five miles 
north. There was quite a maze of cross high¬ 
ways between here and Marbleton. That 
bandit car could take any one of them, be¬ 
fore a car from Marbleton could head it off. 

Rupert stood beside me at the phone. 

“Might tell ’em to hurry,” he suggested. 
“We might catch ’em, we might.” 

Captain Franklin, over in Jamesville, didn’t 
have to be told to hurry. Jamesville is six 
miles. He was here in about that many 
minutes—a neat little radio car, and a big, 
not too modern sedan, with Franklin and 
four of his men in them. 

We piled into the radio car with Franklin. 
The other four men stayed in the sedan. 
Franklin had merely offered to take me. but 
Lizbeth wanted to go. Rupert stood sort of 
forlornly by the car, and since nobody 
stopped him, he slid in with us. 

It was quite a wild ride, roaring along the 
undulating sweeps of the highway in the 
starlight. I must say it seemed futile. That 
sleek bandit car had had a look of fleet 
power about it. 

There was only about a ten-mile stretch 
until the cross highways began, and after 
that it would be a wild goose chase. That 


bandit car could get over into the mountains 
of New Hampshire in quick time, if it hadn’t 
gone in any one of half a dozen other direc¬ 
tions. 

Our little radio car wasn’t much on real 
speed. But I must say the old sedan with 
Franklin’s four men in it distinguished it¬ 
self. It began to draw away from us at once. 
Nobody spoke much. 

Rupert was jammed in beside me. He 
was chewing his toothpick with a lot more 
than usual vigor. “Might catch ’em, we 
might,” he mumbled once. 

“Not a chance,” I said. 

The sedan, far ahead of us now, had topped 
a rise, gone on down out of sight. And sud¬ 
denly there was the distant sound of a shot. 
We topped the rise. Down ahead, a quarter 
of a mile away, the bandit car was standing 
off at the side of the road. Franklin’s men 
were tumbling from the sedan, exchanging 
shots with the crooks who seemed to be out 
of their car, down beside it. 

B Y THE time we approached, the fight was 
pretty much over. We dashed up to find 
the three sullen, frightened crooks standing 
beside their car with their hands up and 
Franklin’s men covering them. One of them 
had been winged by a shot. He stood sagging 
against his car with one arm hanging. 

It was our quarry, all right. The same 
three slick guys who had stopped for ham¬ 
burgers and coffee about sundown. No argu¬ 
ment on that. They had my cash on them, 
and Lizbeth’s brooch. It was a flat tire that 
had stopped them, and they were frantically 
.trying to change it for the spare when Frank¬ 
lin’s men dashed up. 

“Well, that’s that,” Franklin said. 

He was pleased as his men herded the 
three pale, tight-lipped youths into the sedan. 
Rupert was beside me, staring vacuously as 
we watched Franklin poking around the 
bandit car with his flashlight. They had 
got the wheel with the flat tire off. It was 
lying on the road. Franklin stooped, with his 
flashlight on it, and then he straightened, 
gazed at me. 

“Well, that’s queer,” he said. “Take a look. 
They had a slow leak. The valve cap is 
gone, and the valve stem is fouled with a 
sliver of wood so the air leaked out! Now 
how the devil did that get in there?” 

I took a look. It was the little broken end 
of a toothpick. 

Rupert had once worked in a garage! 



They raced to the staircase and up it 

MAN AFRAID TO DIE 

By NORMAN A. DANIELS 

Detective Keller was already baffled by the strangled body 
in the woods—when a new corpse popped up in a sealed room! 


T HE word “POLICE” painted in white 
on both sides of the car hood shone 
dully through the pelting rain. Jim 
Keller, at the wheel, was driving fast, but 
the headlights reflected in his rear-view 
mirror indicated that someone else was also 
in a hurry. The car in back kept gaining. 

Jim Keller’s righteous indignation at this 
crazy speed in an unofficial car made him 
want to stop it and hand out a ticket, but 


there wasn’t time for that. The fool at the 
wheel might kill himself, but David Stearns 
who had phoned was absolutely certain he 
was going to be killed. Keller had no 
choice. 

The car in back began to edge out. If 
those wheels ever hit the road shoulders at 
this wild speed, there was going to be a 
bad accident. But the driver knew how to 
handle that sleek gray job even in a heavy 
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rainstorm and gale that whipped every¬ 
thing in this New England town merci¬ 
lessly. 

Keller reached for the spotlight switch. 
At least he could get the registration num¬ 
ber from the plates and take some action 
later. Then the passing car suddenly began 
to turn inward, as if to cut Keller off. At 
the same time, the driver started blowing 
his horn frantically. 

Keller reached for his service pistol. This 
could be part of some sinister plot con¬ 
nected with that weird phone call. Simul¬ 
taneously, .Keller eased off on the gas until 
the police car slowed enough to apply 
brakes. The car in front also slowed down. 
When both stopped, a man in a cream- 
colored raincoat popped out and ran toward 
Keller. 

He yanked the door open, and Keller’s 
fingers tightened on the butt of his gun. 

Then he saw the man’s face. It was har¬ 
rowed and frightened. The face of a man 
about forty-five but looking sixty at the 
moment. 

“You’re police?” the man demanded. 

“What’s wrong?” Keller countered. 

“I’m Nick Parker. I received a phone call 
from my business partner, David Stearns, 
that he was in terrible trouble. I didn’t 
think there was time to stop for a police¬ 
man until I saw your car.” 

“Get in,” Keller said curtly. “Stearns 
called me too. That’s where I’m going.” 

Parker looked surprised, and obeyed the 
'command. Keller stepped on it. There was 
still a two-mile drive to David Stearns’ 
castlelike home. 

“You look rather young to be a cop,” 
Parker observed. 

“I’m old enough,” Keller assured. “Been 
a cop for four years. Six months ago I was 
made a detective.” 

H E WAS rolling fast now, watching the 
glistening pavement. 

“We have crime in Millville too, sir,” he 
said. “Six months ago there was a murder. 
Up Stearns’ way too. Man named Paul Mc- 
Hale was found in the woods, strangled to 
death. I’m assigned to find his murderer.” 
“Any luck?” Parker queried. 

“No, sir. None to speak of. What’s this 
about your getting a phone call from 
Steams?” 

Parker’s eyes grew bleak. 

“Stearns and I are in the real estate busi¬ 


ness,” he said. “In the city. About half an 
hour ago he called me. Said he was in 
serious trouble, that he was in danger of 
being murdered, and he certainly sounded 
afraid. I know he’s been worried ill lately. 
He begged me to hurry out. I told him to 
contact the local police. Frankly, I visual¬ 
ized the police of this small town as one 
or two whiskered old men with big shiny 
stars. I’m comfortably gratified, Lieutenant.” 

“I’m just a plain cop,” Keller said grimly. 
“In charge of the Detective Bureau, but 
still a patrolman. In fact, I am the Detec¬ 
tive Bureau. We have only nineteen cops 
on the force. . . What has Stearns been 
afraid of?” 

“I don’t know. Yet I’ve watched him 
going down and down until he is hardly 
more than a nervous wreck. He’s afraid of 
someone. There’s proof of that in his house. 
He’s built himself a veritable sealed room 
where he sleeps and works.” 

Keller veered around a corner, and grim¬ 
ly settled down to maneuvering the car. He 
topped a ridge and knew that ahead of him, 
shrouded by darkness and rain, was the 
Stearns mansion. An enormous place of 
turrets, parapets—everything but a moat. 
He had heard that Stearns was hipped on 
medieval things and liked to live in sur¬ 
roundings comparable to those days. With 
cars, electricity and sanitation added, of 
course. 

There was a huge gate and a high fence 
to the estate. The gate was wide open. Kel¬ 
ler rolled through and soon the outlines of 
the great dwelling came into hazy, shadowy 
view. He was close enough to see lights 
gleaming through the windows, but not 
close enough to prevent the man who 
emerged through the front door, from es¬ 
caping. 

The figure was outlined in the doorway 
for about half a second, indistinguishable 
and obviously in a hurry. He certainly saw 
the approaching police car for he didn’t take 
the orthodox way in leaving the porch. He 
raced along it and vaulted the railing at 
the far end. 

Keller leaped out of the car. He didn’t 
go after the vanishing man. His duty lay 
in helping Stearns, if he was injured or in 
peril. 

The front door was ajar. He darted 
through it and found himself in an enor¬ 
mous hallway, lined with shiny armor and 
tall, high-backed, uncomfortable looking 
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chairs. Braziers were attached to the walls, 
but never used for light. A crystal chan¬ 
delier lighted the wide staircase leading to 
the second floor. 

Parker burst into the house and skidded 
to a stop beside Keller. 

“I ran to the end of the porch first!” he 
cried. “Whoever that was had disappeared. 
Where is Stearns?” 

“Where would he be apt to be?” 

“Unless he’s locked himself in that room, 
he should be in the downstairs study,” 
Parker said. “This way.” 

He ran down the hallway to the very 
end. There he opened a door to a fairly 
well-lighted room that was obviously used 
as an office. It was equipped with desks 
and chairs. No one was in the room. 

“This is where he must have phoned 
from,” Parker said. “Only place in the 
house where there is a phone. He must 
have gone. . . Keller! Look over at that 
wall.” 

The detective pivoted around. He saw 
what had aroused Parker. There was a 
rather long dagger fastened to the wall in a 
slanting position, as if there was supposed 
to be a second dagger crossing blades with 
the first. 

“A knife is missing!” Parker cried. 
“Those were among Steams’ most prized 
possessions. Some gory history connected 
with them, and no one was permitted to 
lay a hand on them.” 

“Show me where that locked room is,” 
Keller snapped. 

They raced to the staircase and up it. 
Parker was some distance behind and puff¬ 
ing badly. At the top, Keller waited for 
him to take the lead. Parker led him down 
a long and dismal corridor until they en¬ 
countered a massive door, studded with 
brass nail-heads. There was a heavy latch. 

K ELLER tried it. The door was locked. 

He hammered on it and got the im¬ 
pression that it might take dynamite to 
knock this barrier down. Then he put an 
ear against the panels and listened but there 
was no sound from within. 

“I know where there is an ax,” Parker 
said. “Maybe we ought to chop our way 

“Go get it,” Keller approved. “And 
watch out! That man who ran away may 
come back.” 
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Keller was considering how he could 
shoot his way into the room when Parker 
returned, carrying a large ax. 

Keller seized it and began chopping. It 
took a full ten minutes to cut a gash in the 
door wide enough to reach through. Keller 
peered into the room and saw a man lying 
on his back. From his chest protruded the 
handle of a knife which was obviously a 
twin to the one hanging on the study wall 
downstairs. 

The man was dead. There was no doubt 
about that, but Keller worked furiously un¬ 
til the door opened. He dropped to one 
knee beside the man and felt for a pulse. 
There was none. The body wasn’t just 
warm, with the normal heat of life. It was 
hot. It lay close by a roaring fire in the 
fireplace. 

Keller arose and slowly surveyed the 
room. It was almost like a large monk’s 
cell. There was a single bed in one corner, 
some hard chairs, a rough desk and a single 
brazier-type floor lamp that cast weird 
shadows but light enough for practical pur¬ 
poses. 

There was only the one door and no win¬ 
dows. Near the ceiling were four narrow 
air vents. The room was apparently air- 
conditioned, but no human could ever have 
managed to crawl along the pipes. Or even 
if some incredibly thin killer had managed, 
he couldn’t possibly have broken through 
one of the mesh screens, jumped down to 
murder Stearns, then managed to get back 
into the pipe and replace the screen. 

And yet there was a dead man in the 
room. A man who had been so afraid of 
being murdered that he had called for help 
from at least two sources. 

Parker suddenly let out a cry. “Some¬ 
one in the hall:” 

He raced into the hallway. Keller, gun 
in hand, followed. 

Parker yanked open a door that appar¬ 
ently led to the roof. A gush of rain and 
cold air swept in. Downstairs, the front 
door slammed hard. 

Keller raced down the steps and out into 
the drenched night. If anyone had slammed 
that door in leaving, there was no sign of 
him now. He spent about five minutes 
searching the front of the estate and when 
he reentered the house, Parker was coming 
down the steps slowly and carefully, as if 
he expected someone to pop out at him and 
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wield another knife. Parker was scared. 

“Nobody on the roof,” he said. “I—I guess 
I heard him running down the stairs. Kel¬ 
ler, I have an idea he was hidden in that 
murder room and slipped out after we got 
inside.” 

“Impossible,” Keller barked. “There 
wasn’t a place for anyone to hide and one 
of us was close by the only door all the 
time. I’m going to look around. You phone 
for help. I want Dr. Blaney, the medical 
examiner, and some men to conduct a 
search for whoever ran away from here.” 

Parker moved toward the study, hesi¬ 
tated, and finally stopped. 

“Keller, I might as well admit I haven’t 
the nerve to go into that room. Someone 
might be there and I’m not armed.” 

Keller brushed past Parker and entered 
the study. He automatically glanced at the 
wall. The one dagger was still in place. 
When he left Parker was dialing. 

Dr. Blaney arrived in twenty-five min¬ 
utes. Keller led him to the murder room, 
and the doctor went to work. Blaney 
straightened up. 

“It’s murder all right,” he announced. 
“The knife in the chest could be suicide, 
but not the wounds in the back. There are 
six of them. Looks to me as if the killer 
slipped up on Stearns, stabbed him half a 
dozen times and sent him sprawling to the 
floor. Then he delivered that wound through 
the heart.” 

“But how in the world did he escape from 
this room?” Keller asked, and frowned 
darkly. “It was locked on the inside.” 

The medical examiner shrugged. “That’s 
your job, Keller. There was a murderer in 
here, though, and I expect you’ll find he 
has a contusion on his head. Look at this.” 

W HEN the body had been moved, a short, 
stout club had been uncovered. Some 
souvenir from medieval days, by the looks 
of it. Keller studied it carefully. There was 
a good-sized bloodstain on it. 

Keller looked around the room. “Then 
Steams defended himself with this club, got 
in a lick or two before he was knifed. That 
proves the killer was in the room, but it 
only deepens the mystery. How did he get 
out?” 

“I’m a doctor—you’re a detective,” the 
medical examiner said grimly. “And I’m 
glad that’s the way it is, because I’d hate 
to have the job of finding out how anyone 


escaped from this room.” 

Keller pursed his lips. “Doc, how about 
those wounds in the back? Were any of 
them fatal? Would he have died from one 
or more of them?” 

Blaney shook his head. “I’m not sure. 
Takes an autopsy to determine facts like 
that. Two of ’em look deep and bad, prob¬ 
ably fatal, though not as quick as the one 
that went through his heart.” 

“It’s a mess,” Keller acknowledged. 
“Somebody was in this house when Parker 
and I arrived. He got away. Then, it seems, 
he returned and fled once more. Even so, 
how could anyone have gained admittance 
to this room? I say it’s impossible. Nobody 
could get in unless Stearns let him in. Doc, 
could Stearns have had strength enough to 
let his murderer out and then relock the 
door? There are three heavy bolts to push 
home and a wooden barrier to put into 
place.” 

“Absolutely incredible,” Blaney said, with 
positiveness. “After Stearns was stabbed in 
the heart, he didn’t breathe more than 
twice.” 

When Keller walked downstairs, Parker 
was seated on the lower step, chin cupped 
in one hand. Outside, five men from Head¬ 
quarters were busy scouring the estate. 
Their flashlights looked like huge, misty 
fireflies bobbing around in the gloom. 

Keller sat down, beside Parker. He took 
a scrap of paper from his pocket. Whatever 
it had originally been, most of it had been 
burned away. 

“I found this just outside the fireplace,” 
he explained. “Looks as if Stearns burned 
a lot of stuff, but this small bit broke away, 
the heat lifted it and deposited it in a safe 
place on the floor.” 

“What is it?” Parker asked. 

Keller studied the paper. “It’s written in 
block letters, as if to disguise the handwrit¬ 
ing. A signature should have been on this 
section, but none is there. It says, ‘There 
is no escape for you. The punishment shall 
fit the crime.’ ” 

“I don’t understand it.” Parker frowned. 

Keller was frowning too, but not with 
Parker’s bewildered expression. It was 
more as if the detective had thought of 
something and couldn’t believe in his own 
ideas. He arose abruptly and started 
searching the house, room by room. It was 
a ten-hour job if he had to go all the way 
[Turn to page 100] 
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through, but in a first-floor room that was 
like a museum he discovered glass show¬ 
cases filled with medieval relics. 

He opened one case, in which a pair of 
gauntlets lay on a piece of purple plush. He 
withdrew them. They were of some coarse 
material and interwoven in them were 
heavy wires. 

“Anderson!” Keller shouted, and a pa¬ 
trolman hurried into the room. Keller ex¬ 
tended the gloves. “Handle these carefully. 
I doubt that stuff will take prints, but you 
can take those gloves to the police labs in 
the city. Use your siren. Ask for Sergeant 
Boyd, attached to the lab. He knows all 
about the Arnold McHale murder. Have 
him test these gloves for that talcum pow¬ 
der, and do it right away. Phone the re¬ 
sults to me here.” 

The patrolman hurried away. Parker lit 
a cigarette. His hands shook badly. 

“Would you mind explaining what that is 
all about?” he queried. 

“Six months ago, as I told you,” Keller 
said, “we had our first local murder. The 
victim, Arnold McHale, lived on this estate. 
I did hear of some trouble he had with 
Stearns, but I never went into it much be¬ 
cause I couldn’t imagine Stearns a killer. 
Anyway, he had an alibi. Now I’m not so 
sure.” 

“Talcum powder?” Parker went on. 
“What’s that got to do with it?” 

“McHale was strangled to death. The 
marks on his throat were those of large 
gloved fingers. The bruises were unusually 
severe, too. Those gauntlets could have 
been responsible. At the time, McHale was 
under the weather. He was on his way 
home when he was attacked. His last stop 
in town had been at the barber shop and 
he always insisted on getting his freshly 
shaven face loaded down with talcum. It 
helped to conceal its redness that came 
from excessive drinking. So a lot of the 
talc must have come off on the killer’s 
gloves. That’s a little secret I’ve kept.” 

“And you think Stearns did that?” 

“That remnant of a note must have been 
addressed to Stearns by someone who knew 
he was a killer,” Keller said. “Maybe it 
was a blackmail note, or it could have been 


f ELLER nodded. 
“McHale’s son. 


Yes, I was thinking 
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“You may have to,” Keller said. “Well, 
I’m going to see about Paul McHale.” 

As Keller headed for the front door, he 
heard an argument, then a scuffle. Two uni¬ 
formed men entered, dragging a sallow¬ 
faced young man between them. 

“We caught him prowling around the 
back,” one cop reported. “He’s a sassy 

guy” 

“This is my house!” the young man 
screeched. “It’s mine, and all you people 
get out of here. I don’t want any cops. . . 
Say, has anything happened?” 

Keller took him by the arm and piloted 
him into the study, slamming the door in 
Parker’s face. He shoved his prisoner into 
a chair and sat down himself. 

“So you’re Richard Gray, Stearns’ neph¬ 
ew. Now, how do you rate the ownership 
of this house? I thought it belonged to 
Stearns.” 

“It’ll be mine some day,” Gray said sul¬ 
lenly. 

Keller nodded. “Might be, at that. Now, 
why were you prowling around the bach? 
And I want the truth because I’ll check. 
Something has happened.” 

“It’s Uncle Dave!” Gray shouted, and 
half arose. “He meant it then. I thought 
he was crazy.” 

“Stearns has been murdered,” Keller 
said grimly. “Why do you think he was 
crazy?” 

Gray sat down heavily once more. The 
whites of his eyes showed vividly against 
the background of sallow skin. He was, 
clearly, scared to death. There was, Keller 
saw, no laceration on his head from the 
club. 

“Uncle Dave,” Gray gulped, “telephoned 
me about an hour and a half ago. He said 
I was to come right down because he was 
in danger. I was in the city and I couldn’t 
make it before now. I—I just took a short 
cut and was coming toward the house from 
the back when one of your men grabbed me. 
Uncle Dave—dead! He really meant it!” 

“How long has your uncle been afraid of 
being murdered?” Keller demanded. 

Gray gaped. “How did you know that? 
Oh, Parker, I suppose. Well, Uncle Dave 
began to look and act worried about a 
month ago. It was one night when he was 
showing some slides through a projector. 
Pictures he’d taken himself. A slide I’m sure 
he never put with the others was flashed on 
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the screen. It was a note. It said, ‘The time 
is almost at hand. Get ready to die.’ ” 

“Was it addressed or signed?” 

“No,” Gray answered. “But from the way 
Uncle Dave acted, you could tell it was meant 
for him. Then he got a couple of phone calls 
that made him turn white. There were some 
notes stuck under the door, too. He couldn’t 
eat. He was afraid to drink anything. He 
fired all the servants, and even forbade me to 
come here. The only person he would see 
was Dr. Bixby and then only to get seda¬ 
tives.” 

“And prior to that mysterious slide flashing 
on the screen, your uncle was happy?” Keller 
asked. 

“Happier than he’d been for a long time. 
Look, Officer, who killed him? I want to 
know! I’ll pay a reward. I’ll do anything!” 

“Where were you when your uncle called 
you?” Keller asked. 

“Home. In my one-room apartment. If 
you’re looking for an alibi, I haven’t got one.” 

T HERE was a tap on the door. Keller called 
out a command to enter and a white- 
haired, somewhat bulging little man stalked 
into the room. His black bag proclaimed him 
to be a doctor. He introduced himself as 
Bixby. His shining bald head showed no 
signs of a cut or a lump. 

“I came as promptly as I could manage. 
Doctors are busy these days. My wife tried 
to reach me to give me Stearns’ message, but 
she couldn’t until I called her a little while 
ago. I—I suppose he is dead?” 

“Stabbed through the heart,” Keller ex¬ 
plained. “What was his message?” 

“Well, my wife was excited, but it seemed 
to be to the effect that Stearns was scared of 
being killed. He wanted me to come here as 
fast as I could.” 

“How long had Stearns been taking seda¬ 
tives, Doctor?” 

Bixby looked up at the ceiling for a mo¬ 
ment. “Why, about a month. He was in bad 
nervous condition, worried.” 

“Stearns seemed to have called on four 
people for help,” Keller said. “Therefore, it 
is safe to assume that he called one after the 
other. My call came in at nine-seven. Yours, 
then, reached your wife about nine to nine- 
fifteen. Doctor, where were you during those 
fifteen minutes?” 

“Good gosh!” Bixby was aghast. “Do you 
think I killed him?” 
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“You stand to inherit quite a lot of money, 
Doctor. It would be playing safe to alibi your¬ 
self.” 

Bixby hesitated, apparently thunderstruck. 
“I left Mrs. Thorton just before nine,” he 
said then. “I had a long drive and the rain 
was pretty bad, and some water got into my 
plugs. I waited until it ran off. I didn’t reach 
my next patient until around ten.” 

“So you’ve no alibi either,” Keller grunted. 
“All right, Doctor. You can go upstairs now, 
if you like. You too, Gray. I’ll talk to both of 
you later.” 

After they departed, Keller spent about 
ten minutes in deep thought. Mostly con¬ 
cerned with the mystery of how a murderer 
had entered a sealed room and got out again. 
It seemed to be impossible and, for Keller’s 
money, it was. Yet such a decision only- 
served to enhance the mystery. 

Dr. Bixby and Richard Gray had no alibis. 
Parker, who would inherit half of the busi¬ 
ness, was firmly and completely alibied. The 
best bet was Paul McHale whose father, Kel¬ 
ler felt certain, had been strangled to death 
by Stearns. Young McHale either guessed it 
or had evidence, but had decided to take jus¬ 
tice into his own hands. Young McHale 
might solve the whole fantastic problem, and 
it was almost time one of those patrolmen 
found him. 

Keller arose to go and help in the search 
but two phone calls came, one on the heels 
of the other. First, the medical examiner 
telephoned that he had performed a quick 
autopsy, and said that two of the wounds in 
the back could have been fatal. It was diffi¬ 
cult to tell just when Stearns had died, be¬ 
cause the heat from the fireplace had kept 
the body at a temperature above body heat. 
The doctor guessed he’d died only minutes 
before Keller’s arrival. Another factor point¬ 
ing toward McHale. 

The second call came from the city police 
labs to which Patrolman Anderson had sped 
with the gauntlet. Keller hung up slowly. The 
gauntlet had contained talcum similar to that 
on the elder McHale’s face and throat when 
he had been murdered. So Stearns was the 
killer. One murder, at least, was solved. 

Keller went out then, buttoning up his 
raincoat and wondering why on earth he 
never thought to don rubbers on a night like 
this. He found three patrolmen taking shel¬ 
ter in McHale’s little cottage. Paul McHale 
was missing. 















Keller ordered the men to continue their 
search and he, himself, wandered far to the 
rear of the estate, following a cement walk 
which led from the rear door. 

Suddenly, Keller froze. His right hand 
moved with incredible speed to his service 
pistol. There was an elusive, shadowy form 
in the middle of the path. It seemed to be 
moving back and forth. 

“Hold it!” Keller called softly. “Back up 
against that tree.” 

Keller snapped on his flash and centered 
it. Instantly he lowered his gun and rushed 
forward. 

TJAUL McHALE was no longer missing. He 
hung from a rope tied to a stout limb of 
a tall elm tree. His feet were suspended 
about eight inches above the cement walk. 
He was dead. A smear of blood stained his 
forehead, apparently from the blow Steams 
had struck his murderer. 

Keller stepped back to survey the scene. 
McHale could have climbed the tree, fastened 
the rope around the limb, noosed the other 
end about his neck and jumped. It was a 
logical thing for a murderer to do, especially 
when he must have realized he had little 
chance of getting away with it. 

There was no gag, no indications that his 
wrists or ankles had been tied. Everything 
pointed to suicide. 

Chunks of mud clung to the sides of young 
McHale’s shoes. Keller walked around the 
corpse and studied the bark of the tree trunk. 
He grunted, for there were no signs of any 
mud there. 

Keller’s jaws clamped shut hard and his 
eyes went grim. He walked hurriedly back 
to the big house. Parker, Dr. Bixby and Dick 
Gray were in the living room, talking it 
over. Keller glanced down at their shoes 
intently, but didn’t say anything. 

“We have decided it must have been young 
McHale who killed Stearns,” Dr. Bixby said. 
“I think McHale should be promptly ar¬ 
rested.” 

“Paul McHale is dead, hanging from an elm 
about a quarter of a mile back of the house,” 
Keller grunted. “He hasn’t been dead long 
and it looks as if he took his own life. I’ve 
got to get the medical examiner up here 
again.” 

Keller walked to the door, paused, then 
turned. 

“I ask that all three of you remain here. 
All of you have motives for killing Stearns. 
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And young McHale. All of you profit by 
Stearns’ death and if it was possible to fasten 
the blame upon young McHale and then 
murder him cleverly enough so his death 
would be construed as suicide, then you have 
a motive for killing him, too. I have positive 
evidence that Stearns murdered McHale’s 
father. Wait for me here. I’ll only be a few 
moments.” 

Keller entered the study, closed and locked 
the door, and sat down to do some more 
thinking. Of those three men, Parker’s shoes 
alone had no mud on them. Dr. Bixhy’s were 
loaded because he must have had to walk 
from his car to the homes of his patients. 
Dick Gray had cut through back lots, but 
Parker hadn’t come into contact with any 
mud because he’d crossed nothing but city 
streets and the paved walk to this house. 

The tree, from which McHale hung, showed 
no marks of mud and this indicated that 
Parker alone could have been responsible. 
Someone had had to climb the tree to fasten 
the rope. It wasn’t merely looped over the 
limb, but tied to it firmly. 

Yet why should Parker have killed Mc¬ 
Hale? Certainly Parker could not have mur¬ 
dered Stearns, so why would he seek to prove 
that McHale was the murderer and had taken 
his own life? At the time that Stearns died, 
Parker either had been on his way from the 
city or riding with Keller. Parker alone had 
an unbreakable alibi. 

Keller telephoned Boston. It was late, but 
he expected the place he called would be 
open, and it was. He asked several pertinent 
questions, hung up, and put through another 
phone call to the city. 

“Good,” he wound up his end of the con¬ 
versation. “I want you to come right out 
here as fast as you can travel.” 

Keller waited ten minutes before he opened 
the study door and called to the others. They 
trooped in and sat down. 

“I’ve about finished, gentlemen,” Keller 
said. “Young McHale did not kill Stearns. 
Yes, he was in the house, hut I believe he 
was lured here to throw suspicion upon him. 
One thing I want to know. Parker, when 
Stearns phoned you, are you certain it was 
Steams’ voice you heard?” 

“Good heavens, yes!” Parker blurted. “He 
was excited, but it was Stearns all right.” 

“How about you, Dr. Bixby, and you, 
Gray?” 

“I didn’t talk to him,” Bixby said. “I doubt 
















my wife knew his voice well enough to iden¬ 
tify it.” 

Gray was frowning. “Come to think of it, 
the voice that called me was so high-pitched, 
I couldn’t say whose it was.” 

“All right,” Keller said. “The voice that 
phoned me was exactly as you describe, Gray. 
Now we have a man, locked in a sealed room 
where nothing could have got in or out. To 
murder a man under those circumstances is 
impossible.” 

“But it was done!” Parker argued. 

“No.” 

R ELLER arose and walked over to the wall 
where the twin knives had been hung. 
He removed the one still there, carried it be¬ 
neath a table lamp and studied it intently. 
Then he opened a drawer and laid it care¬ 
fully inside. 

“What do you mean, no!?” Dr. Bixby de¬ 
manded. “Steams was in that room. He was 
murdered.” 
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“He was not murdered,” Keller said slowly. 
“Stearns killed the elder McHale. He got 
away with it, too, but the gloves he used left 
peculiar marks, were smeared with talcum 
from his victim’s throat, yet they were too 
valuable to be disposed of. Stearns put them 
back in their case. Then, a month ago, 
Stearns began to receive strange messages 
warning him he was going to pay for his 
crime. They drove Stearns to create that 
sealed room. 

“There is evidence that Stearns burned a 
lot of things in his fireplace. A man antici¬ 
pating being murdered couldn’t have been 
sure when the killer was to strike. But a man 
contemplating suicide would burn incriminat¬ 
ing papers. Which is just what Stearns did. 
Then he stabbed himself. No murderer either 
entered or left that room.” 

Dr. Bixby made derisive sounds in his 
throat. 

“Keller, for heaven’s sake, I talked to the 
medical examiner! He said the wounds in the 
back couldn’t possibly have been self-inflict¬ 
ed. The one through the heart, yes. But not 
those in the back.” 

“There was only one wound when we 
found him,” Keller said. “Upon arriving here, 
young McHale heard us and popped out. 
Parker went after him, or pretended to. In 
reality, he encountered McHale and told him 
to hide. Then Parker called my attention to 
[Turn page ] 
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the fact that one twin knife was missing. I 
guessed what that meant and hurried away. 
Parker had time and opportunity to get the 
second knife down, conceal it and follow me. 
Or, he got it when he went downstairs after 
an ax. 

“At any rate, when I forced entry to the 
room, Parker was with me. He pretended to 
hear someone, opened a door to the roof and 
a gust of wind swept through. Downstairs, 
the front door was open, so that it would 
slam shut—” 

“It always did when any of the roof doors 
were opened!’’ Richard Gray said excitedly. 
“Parker knew it, too, because it had slammed 
several times when he was here.” 

“Good,” Keller commended. “Naturally I 
thought someone had escaped. I ran down. 
Parker then stepped up to the corpse, lifted 
it gently and stabbed it three or four times. 
Blood flowed as if the dead man were alive, 
because the heat of the fireplace kept the 
blood warm. Parker then waited for an op¬ 
portunity to cleanse and replace the knife. 
I’m betting he didn’t get all the blood off and 
there are tests to prove it. 

“Next, he had to kill young McHale. He 
knew where he was hiding. I think Parker 
was working with McHale so that he would 
have a fall guy for a murder. Because I am 
also convinced that Parker meant to murder 
Stearns, and schemed to have young McHale 
take the blame. He sent those notes. He 
knew that Stearns had killed McHale. Only 
Stearns found out that Parker was behind it, 
realized he could do nothing to protect him¬ 
self and, being a proud old man, he couldn’t 
face being tried for murder. So he commit¬ 
ted suicide. 

“Parker arrived here earlier tonight, found 
the house empty and the sealed room secure¬ 
ly locked. Perhaps he heard Stearns groan¬ 
ing, or saw that the knife was missing from 
the room downstairs. Maybe both. At any 
rate, he knew no one could get in or out of 
that room. He knew that Stearns had been 
wrought up enough to take his own life, so it 
was easy for Parker to guess what had 
happened. 

“Parker had to create a brand new scheme 
fast. I’ll concede that he’s pretty smart. He 
still had a chance to pin the blame on young 
McHale and alibi himself. He located the 
club which was found beneath Steams’ 
corpse and put it in his pocket. Then he 
drove to town and made several phone calls. 
To Dr. Bixby and Gray, saying he was 
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Stearns and was in grave danger. He called 
young McHale and told him he had the evi¬ 
dence proving Stearns had killed his father 
and for young McHale to wait for him in 
Stearns’ house. But to run if anyone else 
came.” 

T HE detective was frowning sternly as he 
went on. 

“Young McHale saw my car and sped 
away into the night. Parker chased him while 
I entered the house. Parker stopped McHale, 
struck him with the club and knocked him 
out. He left him lying in some dry spot, re¬ 
turned to the house and when I needed help 
to break down the door, he went after the 
ax. He was gone long enough to have hur¬ 
ried into the night, carried young McHale to 
the foot of that tree and arranged a gallows. 

“This done, he came upstairs with the ax. 
I opened the door. Parker then lured me 
away from the room by claiming he heard 
someone. The door downstairs slammed shut, 
making me believe an intruder had escaped. 
Naturally, I went outside to have a look and 
that was when Parker got the stage set. He 
knifed a dead man in the back, put the club, 
bloodied from young McHale’s head, beneath 
the corpse. He was finished, his plan com¬ 
plete. 
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“It looked as if young McHale had attacked 
Stearns, and that the old man had got in one 
good lick with that club before McHale 
stabbed him to death. Yet, I did not see any 
evidences of a fight in that room, and from 
what was supposed to have transpired, there 
must have been one. That was mistake Num¬ 
ber One on Parker’s part. Number Two was 
the fact that he hung McHale from a tree 
that’s so close to a cement walk that the 
limbs overhang the walk and anyone attach¬ 
ing a rope to the branch could shinny the 
tree trunk directly from the cement walk 
and not step on the soft, muddy earth. 

“McHale’s shoes were covered with mud. 
So were Dr. Bixby’s and Gray’s. But Parker 
had no mud on his shoes. The tree trunk had 
no mud scrapings on it, so the man who at¬ 
tached the rope did not have any mud on his 
shoes. Parker alone answered that descrip¬ 
tion.” 

Parker’s lips were drawn back in a snarl. 

“And now, to continue the fairy tale, please 
tell me why I’d want to make a suicide look 
like a murder?” 

A patrolman tapped on the door. Keller 
told him to enter, nodded curtly and a fussily 
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plastic. PROVEN CONCLUSIVELY BY DENTISTS! PLASTI- 
LINER (Methyl Methacrylate) consists of the same ingredients as 
ssionapremte^UKKLY — ECONOMicAhLY! SAFE —EASY 
0 APPLY . . . Pure, non-toxic, harmless, non-irritating, odorless, 
stcless, smooth, molds to mouth. WILL NOT HARM PLATES^- 
McF e sai^l“r fmd th5' r 
PLASTI-LINER is 1005 

SEND NO MONEY - ORDER BY MAIL TODAY 

il for upper or lower—$2 for both. Sold on money-back guarantee. 
Save C.O.D. charges by enclosing money. PLASTI-LINER CO., 
nirom m ™ ”'ALBRIDGE BUILDING, BUFFALO 2, " " 
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ARREST that 
RUPTURE! 

Don’t let it get away from you! Careless¬ 
ness, indifference, neglect usually cause 
trouble. Learn about our Air Cushion 
Support. Ready for you NOW! Light, 
cool, sanitary. Durable, cheap. Clip and 
mail for Free Booklet and Proof of Re¬ 
sults. No-Risk Trial Offer. 

BROOKS CO., Box 382-F, Marsha!!, Mich. 


EXCITING TRUE PICTURE-STORIES OF 
THE WORLDS GREATEST HEROES IN 

REAL LIFE COMICS 


“You are Mr. Briggs?” Keller asked. 

“Insurance,” Briggs said. “Hello, Mr. Par¬ 
ker. Nice to see you again.” 

“You know Parker?” Keller asked quickly. 

“Why, sure,” Briggs replied. “As I told 
you over the phone, I sold Parker and 
Stearns a business insurance policy.” 

“Do its provisions include payment in the 
event of suicide of either party?” Keller 
asked. 

Briggs shook his head. “Only after a year 
passes from the date of the policy. That 
wouldn’t be for a couple of months yet.” 

“So that is why Parker had to make a 
suicide look like murder,” Keller exclaimed. 
“I thought of that, and phoned an insurance 
bureau in Boston where all policies are listed. 
They told me Stearns and Parker had been 
issued a policy, and who sold it. I contacted 
Mr. Briggs—and we have the motive.” 

“It’s a lot of nonsense,” Parker was snarl¬ 
ing. “Even if what you say did happen, I 
committed no crime. You can’t hang a man 
for stabbing a corpse.” 

“No,” Keller said evenly, “you can’t. But 
you do hang a man for strangling another, as 
you did McHale. I happen to know you carry 
a gun. I felt it when I brushed against you. 
I carry one, too. Want to see who can draw 
the quickest, Parker?” 

Parker didn’t. He half slumped out of the 
chair and offered no resistance when a pa¬ 
trolman relieved him of his gun. 


THE BULLETIN BOARD 

(Continued from page 10) 
read THE ONE THAT GOT AWAY. And, as 
usual, the featured novel in our next issue 
will be backed up by an excellent assort¬ 
ment of short stories. 


From the Reviews 

T HE remarkable success of THE ONE 
THAT GOT AWAY as a $2.00 novel is 
glowing proof that the country’s mystery 
critics were one hundred per cent right when 
they gave it a rousing send-off. Here are 
excerpts from a few of the reviews: 

New York Post: “An ingenious thriller 
with a bracing Highland background.” 

Time Magazine: “Verdict: Very good.” 
The New Republic: “One of the best yarns 
of the year.” 

New York Times: “Helen McCloy has 
previously written some excellent mystery 
[Turn page] 
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stories, but this one tops all the others.” 

San Francisco Chronicle: “On readability, 
intelligence and impeccable craftsmanship 
Miss McCloy still remains well ahead of the 
field.” 

Chicago Tribune: “Cleverly original puzzle 
plot in admirably written and seriously com¬ 
posed novel.” 


From Our Readers 

O NCE again we note with pleasure that 
our readers have been keeping the 
mailman busy beating a path to our door. 
The poor fellow has really earned his pay, 
toting the letters in that heavy mailbag and, 
if there were room enough in this column, 
we’d print excerpts from them all. However, 
we will confine ourselves to two typical 
brief letters. The first is from Phil Sperling 
of Hot Springs, Ark.: 

I may be a little late in reporting on your 
April issue, but I thought it worth writing to 
say that THE GOBLIN MARKET by Helen 
McCloy was a really fine story, colorful and 
interesting and with a good puzzle. I think it’s 
the best she’s done so far. 

Well, Phil, we’re glad you liked THE 
GOBLIN MARKET. We printed your letter 
because it was very timely in view of the 
fact that our next issue features another 
Helen McCloy novel—which we’re willing to 
wager you’ll like even more! 

Now here’s a note from Bill Johnson of St. 
Louis who first gives us a little dig and then 
slaps our back: • 

There was too much love interest in MURDER 
ON ANGLER’S ISLAND to suit me, although 
the plot was good. Helen Reilly did better in 
some of her earlier stories where all the interest 
was focused on Inspector McKee—stories like 
MURDER IN SHINBONE ALLEY and DEATH 
DEMANDS AN AUDIENCE. However, you can 
take a bow for Todd Downing’s novel THE CASE 
OF THE UNCONQUERED SISTERS, which kept 
me reading till three a.m. when I finished it. 

You seem to be well acquainted with Helen 
Reilly’s novels, Bill, and we’re glad to have 
your comments. We agree that DEATH DE¬ 
MANDS AN AUDIENCE was an excellent 
story—yet we still think (and numerous let¬ 
ters from readers back us up) that MURDER 
ON ANGLER’S ISLAND is on a par with it. 
However, we certainly appreciate your com¬ 
ments. Write us again. 

Now it’s time to close up shop and thank 
all of you for your letters and postcards. 
They are always more than welcome and all 
criticisms and suggestions are carefully con¬ 
sidered. Please address them to The Editor, 
DETECTIVE NOVEL MAGAZINE, 10 East 
40th Street, New York 16, New York. 

—THE EDITOR 
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TT T"> you’re that man, here’s something that will 
I H mterest you. 

JL X Not a magic formula—not a get-rich-quick 
scheme—butsomethingmoresubstantial,morepractical. 

Of course, you need something more than just the 
desire to be an accountant. You’ve got to pay the price 
—be willing to study earnestly, thoroughly. 

Still, wouldn’t it be worth your while to sacrifice some 
of your leisure in favor of interesting home study—over 
a. comparatively brief period in your life? Always pro¬ 
vided that the rewards were good—a salary of $3,000 
to $10,000? 

An accountant’s duties are interesting, varied and of 
real worth to his employers. He has standing! 

Do you feel that such things aren’t for you? Well, 
don’t be too sure. Very possibly they can be! 

Why not, like so many before you, investigate 
LaSalle’s modern Problem Method of training for an 
accountancy position? 

Just suppose you were permitted to work in a large 
accounting house under the personal supervision of an 
expert accountant. Suppose, with his aid, you studied 
accounting principles and solved problems day by day 
—easy ones at first—then the more difficult ones. If you 
could do this—and if you could turn to him for advice 
as the problems became complex—soon you’d master 
them all. 


_ You cover accountancy from the basic Principles 
rightjup through Accountancy Systems and IncomeTax 
Procedure. Then you add C. P. A. Training and pre¬ 
pare for the C. P. A. examinations. 

As you go along, you absorb the principles of Audit¬ 
ing, Cost Accounting, Business Law, Statistical Con¬ 
trol, Organization, Management and Finance. 

Your progress is as speedy as you care to make it— 
depending on your own eagerness to learn and the time 
you spend in study. 

Will recognition come ? The only answer, as you know, 
is that success does come to the man who is really 
trained. It’s possible your employers will notice your 
improvement in a very few weeks or months. Indeed, 
many LaSalle graduates have paid for their training— 
with increased earnings—before they have completed it I 
For accountants, who are trained in organization and 
management, are the executives of the future. 

Write For This Free Book 

For your own good, don’t put off investigation of all 
the facts. Write for our free 48-page book, “Accoun¬ 
tancy, The Profession That Pays.” It’ll prove that 
accountancy offers brilliant futures to those who aren’t 
afraid of serious home study. Send us the coupon now. 


Over 2300 Certified 
Public Accountants among 
LaSalle alumni 


G. I. APPROVED 


LASALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY 

A CORRESPONDENCE INSTITUTION 

417 South Dearnborn Street, Dept. 11329-H, Chicago 5, lllinoi*. 
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HOW A 97-Lb.WEAK LIN 6 

''WORLD'S MOST PERFECTLY DEVELOPED MAN] 



. ir chest, broaden . 

know it, this easy ‘NATURAL 
method will make yon a New Man ! 
In fact, I GUARANTEE you’ll start 
seeing results in the first 7 days! 


CHARLES ATLAS, 
Dept. 47L, 115 East 23rd 
St., New York 10, N. Y. 
























WHAT TO DO IF 

LOST IN THE WOODS NIGHT 

Common sense and your flashlight can bring you through, 
says Adirondack guide Edwin Young, of Star Lake, N. Y. 




1 First—take it easy! You’re never really lost until 
you lose your head! Don’t travel at night. In¬ 
stead, use your flashlight to gather boughs |nd 
leaves for a bed, near a stream if possible. Build a 
signal fire; it will warm you and protect you. Then— 


2 Flash the S.O.S. signal with your flashlight — 
three short, three long, three short — to guide 
searchers. Long-lasting “Eveready” batteries will 
send hundreds of such brilliant, penetrating light 
signals. Save your strength for daylight. Then — 



Q Stay where you are until help comes. But, if 
V • you must travel, put out fire, head downstream 
along any running water; it will generally lead you 
to safety. When out of the woods, resolve: To 
always carry matches in a waterproof case, a com¬ 
pass, and an “Eveready” flashlight on every outing! 


4 When you need a flashlight for emergency use 
—in the woods, at home, in your car, you need 
it! That’s why it’s wise not to compromise with 
anything less than “Eveready” batteries. Their 
longer life of brighter light has justly made them 
the largest-selling flashlight batteries in the world. 
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